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PREFACE. 



Althottgh, in the course of the following little 
work, its object may be sufficiently explained, 
I would wish to say a few words of intro- 
duction to those who may regard as friyolous 
and trifling any attempt to render such tales 
as I have chosen, vehicles of instruction to the 
young. 

In a merely intellectual point of view, it 
appears to me that allegory is one of the best 
means of strengthening the minds of children, 
inducing them to exert their powers, and exer- 
cise the talent of comparison. Allegory keeps 
the mind as it were on tiptoe, eager to stretch 
itself upward sufficiently to overlook the bar- 
rier of mystery before it^ and gaze into the 
vista beyond 

Allegory, as is well known, has been exten- 
sively employed in conveying spiritual truths 
to the mind. I, in the present instance, take 
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far lower gioimd ; and my fittle Yolume mnsi 
arlj seek its pUoe amongst the rank of 
fskbles, — Bodi fiiUes^ however, as are intended 
to convey a moral to the hearts of yonthfol 



With the well-known stories which I have 
sdected I have taken nnaYoidable libertiea 
Host of them, indeed, I have merely sketched 
from the vivid remembrance which I retam of 
what delighted me when I was a child. They 
are mere outlines, which I have filled np with 
colours drawn from a hi different source. Yet 
to children these outlines of strange old tales 
may wear a charm which less familiar ones 
would not possess. If I have sought to divert 
my yomig readers, it has beea beUeving, as 
the song expresses it, that '^'Tis good to be 
merry cmd wise/' To make them the first 
may appear my object in this work ; but my 
heart's wish is, in however humble a degree, 
to help them to become the second. 

A.L.O.B. 
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OHAPTEBL 

THB BLUKDBBINO BOT. 

Alas» poor Eddy Ellerslie! was there ever 
such a wight for getting into scrapes as he 1 
Before he had conduded his eighth year, had 
he not contrived to scald himself in a variety 
of ways, — ^with hot oil from the lamp, hot 
water from the kettle, hot coffee from the pot 
which he overturned into the lap of his 
mother I His were the clothes which were 
always wanting repairs, his the gloves which 
were never to be found ! If Lily discovered 
her knitting with all the stitches running 
down, she guessed well who had pulled out 
the needle; if there was a sudden crashing 
noise overhead, Mrs. EUerslie, as she started 
up in a fright, always exclaimed, " Oh! there's 
my Eddy again!'' 
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Yet Eddy never did mischief on purpose, — 
he had never a design to give trouble ; and the 
more harm that he occasioned by his exploits, 
the more earnest was the little boy^s assurance 
that he would never do so any more. 

If it must be confessed that Eddy did mis- 
chief, it must also be confessed that he did 
very little besidea In vain his gentle mother 
endeavoured to cram knowledge into that 
round, curly head It was like pouring water 
into a sieve I Eddy could not see any reason 
for spelling thumb with a b ; when he for the 
third time had omitted the unluclgr letter he 
only laughed, and turned off the blunder with 
a joke. " He kept his bees in their hive, 
he said, " and not at the end of his thumb ! 
He never had it clear in his mind whether 
Dublin were the capital of Edinburgh, or 
Edinburgh the capital of DubUn ; on hearing 
that London was built on the Thames, he 
wondered what kept it fi'om sinking ! In 
short, though possessing a certain shrewdness 
of his own, poor Eddy, as regarded his learn- 
ing, was considered an absolute dunca 

Things had gone on for some time in this 
way, Mrs. Ellerslie regularly teaching, and 
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Eddy as regularly foigettiiig, till it so Ii^>- 
pened that his father, being aocideiitally de- 
tained one morning at home, thought that he 
would T^iTTigftlf examine into the progress 
which his son had made in his studies. He 
accordingly took the volume of histoiy from 
his wife, and sat like a judge, in his large 
arm-chair ; while Eddy, fresh and rosy as an 
apple, stood before him to answer his questiona 

'* What occasioned the wars of the Boses ?" 
said the gentleman, opening the book at a 
venture. 

" The Boses!'' repeated Eddy, looking puzzled, 
and pulling hard at the topmost button of the 
blue frock dress, which he had not yet ex- 
changed for a jacket. 

''Tes, the Boses," said his fistther rather 
sternly. 

Eddy tried if the second button would 
assist him better, and pulled so hard, that he 
pulled it off. 

' ''Keep your hands still, and attend to 
what you are about. Do you know nothing 
of the struggle between the rival houses V 

" Boses fighting, and houses struggling ; I 
should like to have seen them I" said Eddy, 
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with a dimple on his cheek and a twinkle in 
his eya His father would have firowned conld 
he have helped smiling at the boy. 

" Eddy has not gone very fiur in his histoiy/' 
said Mis. EUerslie, in an apologetic tona 

" So it seems/' observed her husband drily, 
turning back to the b^inning of the book. 
" I suppose, Master Eddy, that you at least 
can tell me something about CsBsar/' 

" Yes; he was a dog V answered Eddy. 

" My dear child V* cried Mrs. EUersUe, " you 
forget,— he Lmded in Britain" 

" Yes, yes, and tumbled down on his nose !" 
cried Eddy, triumphantly, " and rang a bell to 
send everybody to bed, and was shot by an 
arrow in the eye !'* 

lily, his elder sister, who had sat listening 
to the conversation, and who had certainly 
made no progress in her work since the ex- 
amination had commenced, looked timidly up 
at her father, to see how he would take this 
singular reply. Mr. Ellerslie closed the book, 
laid it very quietly upon the table, leant back 
in his chair and said, " My fine fellow, I think 
that it is high time that you should learn 
something at school" 
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So to school Eddy was aooordingly to be 
sent; and, to say the trath, the boy was not a 
little proud of this first step to distinction in 
the world. Much he thought of the jacket 
and trousers in which he was equipped as a 
preparatoiy step, and in which he looked like 
some plump little partridge, newly fledged, 
and just quitting the nest. Much he thought 
of his neat new school-box, mth the initials 
K E. marked in bright brass letters on the 
top ; he locked and rdocked it very often, till 
he jammed in the key so tightly that no effort 
could induce it to stir, and the aid of a smith 
was required. Eddy considered that in going 
to school, he was on the way to become a man 
like G^rge; and to be anything like his elder 
brother was the height of the little fellow's 
ambition. Eddy had a vague notion that the 
school process through which Qeorge had 
passed, and fi*om which he had emerged a 
model of j)erfection in the eyes of the boy, 
might have some magical effect upon himsel£ 
He even revolved in his mind the subject of 
futmre rewards, and ventured to express a hope 
in confidence to Lily, that his prizes might be 
anything but books. 
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" Your prizes, indeed I" said the young lady, 
with a smile whidi was rather provoking; "we 
don't look for much in that way from a dear 
little dunce like you." 

Eddy stuck his thumbs into his pockets, 
and stood in as manly an attitude as he could 
assume ; but he thought it more dignified or 
more conyenient to take no further notice of 

the taunt. 

The day for his departure arrived. Poor 
Eddy kept up his courage bravely, went 
whistling about the house, danced little Rosey 
on his knee, told her his funniest stories, 
hacked at his school-cake with a clasp-knife 
to get a good lump of it for Lily, and laughed 
when he cut his own finger, and in short was 
as noisily merry as any young gentleman in 
his situation could be expected to be. 

But when the cab actually rattled to the 
door, — ^when the brass-lettered box was carried 
out, and all the family crowded around to bid 
hm good-bye, the poor little fellow's firmness 
began to give way. True, his pockets were 
full of oranges and his mouth full of cake; but 
his heart also was growing very fuU. He 
bore up pretty well while Lily gave him her 
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last kiss and kind words, and pitMnised thai 
she would write veiy soon ; even when little 
Bosey clasped her arms ronnd his neck, and 
dung as though she would never let him go, 
he could smile in spite of that sospicioiiB 
moisture which was gathering over his eyes, 
and which made him a&aid to dose them for 
a moment when he returned the little one's 
embrace; but when his mother pressed him 
to her heart, and blessed him again and again, 
and bade him think of her words when he 
was far away, poor Eddy could hold out no 
longer, — ^the fast-filling eyes overflowed, two 
big drops rolled down his ruddy dieeks, and he 
rushed hurriedly into the cab to hide the fed- 
ings which he could not control 

''My predous boy! blessings on him!" 
faltered the mother. 

" Poor dear Eddy, I didn't thmk that he'd 
have felt it so much !" said lily, as the cab 
rolled away. 

Bosey burst out into a loud fit of crying, 
and ran up stairs as fast as she could. 

" Don't take on so, missey," said the nurse, 
in what she meant to be a tone of consolation ; 
" youll see hell not be long away. Master 
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Eddy will be like abad ha]4)eim7, 
have him here bade again I*' 



CHAPTER IL 

TIED BT THE FOOT. 

And the words of the nurse came true. Eddy 
had not been a month at school, — ^which, by 
the way, he foimd far leas agreeable than he 
had expected ; Lily had received but one note 
from him, written in a very round hand, be- 
ginning " I hop your well," and signed " your 
loving bother,'' — ^when the whole house was set 
in commotion by a letter which arrived from 
his master. Poor Eddy, in attempting to 
dimb a tree, had had a terrible Ml, and in 
addition to manifold bruises, had cut his head, 
and sprained his ankle severely. 

Mr. Ellerslie was in the city at his business, 
but his wife could not wait for his return. 
What a comfort it was that George was beside 
her, he having come home to study imder a 
daily tutor preparatory to going to college. 
He soothed the anxiety of his mother, went 
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himself io order the darenoe, and aooompanied 
Mra EUerslie in it to fetch the little Bofferer 
home. 

Very very long seemed the time to the 
sisters before the clarence returned. Lily 
could settle to nothing, bat sat watdiing at 
the window, with an unopened book in her 
hand. Bosey, her face swollen with crying 
on hearing of the injury to her brother, kept 
restlessly running about the house, asking 
every one whom she met, " Oh! will the doctor 
cut it off?" without explaining whether she 
alluded to the foot or the head. At dusk the 
clarence arrived at the door; George sprang 
out, and then carried Eddy in his arms into 
the hall, where Lily, who could hardly restrain 
Bosey from rushing out into the street, stood 
at the open door to receive him. 

Poor Eddy's head was bandaged, and his 
face looked a good deal paler than usual ; but 
its expression was as merry as ever as he said, 
" This is a nice way 6f getting a holiday, Bosey, 
and shan't we have jolly good fun V* 

But "jolly good fun" the poor boy did not 
find it, to lie day after day, and week after 
week, a prisoner to the sofa His active spirit 
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found the long confinement so intolerably tiie- 
some, that in spite of the hated Latin gram- 
mar, he ahnost wished himself at school again, 
able to run about with his companiona Eddy 
was especially tried when a severe attack of 
influenza confined his fiither to the house, and 
he was no longer able to enjoy so much of 
the time and attention of his mother, who was 
almost constantly in the sick-room of her hus- 
band. All noise also was forbidden in the 
house ; Eddy had to lay aside the trumpet 
and the drum which, it is to be feared, had 
often given his mother a headache, and to keep 
to more quiet amusementa Gteorge, indeed, 
was thoughtfully kind, and beguiled many a 
weary hour; Lily played at draughts with her 
brother, when not too much occupied by her 
own lessons or work; and even little Bosey 
read to him, for though scarcely five years 
old, Rosey was quick in her reading, as she 
was quick in her wit, — ^and I fear that I must 
add, sometimes quick in her temper besidea 

But nothing could compensate to the rest- 
less Eddy for the loss of the power to move 
about He took advantage of a moment when 
no one was beside him in the room, to amuse 
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liicnself by ho j^ing round the table. Theoon- 
sequences were such as might have been ex- 
pected : the forbidden foot touched the ground, 
the sprained ande gave way, the boy tumbled 
on the floor with a howl, and the folly of a 
moment cost him a week more of pain, lotions, 
bandages, and the sofSft 1 

''Oh I how sick I am of lying here with 
nothing to do!'' exclaimed Eddy one evening, 
with, a yawn so tremendous that it set Bosey 
laughing. 

'' I don't see what yon can do," said Uly, 
wiio was sitting at the table knitting; '* when 
I gave you a skera of silk to wind, you got it 
into such tangles that I had to throw it away; 
and you do not like to read." 

" Not sudi bocJsjs as vie have here," re- 
plied Eddy. 

** This is a very pretty one, and 111 read 
it to you," said Bosey, trotting up to the sofik 
''Oh I stories ia one syllable 1" exclaimed 
the school-boy ; " that is only fit for babies." 

Bosey flushed very red, and pouted ; she 
was offended at the observation, for she consi- 
dered herself very far removed indeed from a 
baby. 
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" Oh I pet, I did not mean to vex yon," 
said Eddy, putting his hand caressingly round 
her : " that is a very nice little book indeed, 
oW it does not suit me." 

'' If you -want something sensible,'' observed 
LUy, with the dignity of a young lady of four- 
teen, "rU read aloud the portion of Hume 
which mamma bade me look over before to- 



morrow/' 



" I hate sensible books ! '' exclaimed Eddy. 

" That's because you are a stupid, idle little 
boy," said the elder sister, aflsuming the office 
of a censor. 

It was now Eddy's turn to grow red. He 
was pretty well accustomed to be laughed at^ 
but Lily's assumption of superiority provoked 
him more than her worda He was just on 
the point of making an angry reply, when he 
was prevented by George, who, seeing the 
coming explosion, averted it by asking a ques- 
tion. 

" And what books do you like, Eddy?" 
said he. 

" Oh ! jolly amusing ones, like the Arabian 
Nights, or a collection of stories about giants 
and those sort of things I" 
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^We have not got anything like that^" said 
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No; a diap used to lend them to me at 
sdiool; I ^wish I had them here,'' yawned 
Eddy. 

" Much good they wonld do yoa!" obsenred 
liily; taming np her nose a little hi^er than 
nsoaL 

" They wonld amnse m^ and that's all that 
I care for!* 

<'A11 that yon care for? Oh, no, Eddy, 
not aU," said Greorge, with his qoiet smile. 

** Oh, George, I wish you'd tell me those 
stories!" exclaimed Eddy; '^ yon can talk 
qnite well all the time that you are making 
that red purse for Bosey out of the old pocket- 
book cover. You are such a famous fellow 
for stories, and always manage to squeeze some 
good moral even out of the funniest of them 
alir 

*' Do you think that I could squeeze a moral 
out of Bluebeard ?** said Qeoige, laughingly* 

"Bluebeard! what a fdnny name !'' cried 
Bosey. lily, who was not quite so ignorant 
as the little one of the adventures of the 
&moTiB wife-slayer, could not help smiling at 
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the idea of any useful lesson being drawn from 
so childish a tale; but Eddy, having more 
confidence in the powers of his brother, and 
being at all events anxious for a stoiy, replied, 
** I daresay that you could get a moral if you 
would only try." 

•* Oh, yes ! try — ^try V* exdaimed Bosey, 
who was as fond of stories as Eddy himself, 
and to whom the very name of Bluebeard 
presented a wonderfol attraction. 

*' It could only be by making it an alle- 
gory/' said George, after thinking in silence 
for a few momenta 

"An allegoiy — what's that?" inquired 
Eddy. 

"A kind of discourse, in whidx real truths are 
presented to our minds in the fbrm of a fabla'' 

" I like &bles, but I always skip the 
moral," said Eddy. 

" I'll not let you skip it^ my good fellow," 
replied Qeorge, " unless you can skip over 
Bluebeard and all his seven wives at a bound 
III present your old friends to you with such 
new fcM^ that youll scarcely recognise them 
again!" 

'' No more than any one would that neat 
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littJe purse cat out of the old pocket-book 
cover," said Eddy. 

** Ah ! I wish that the comparison would 
hold,'' cried Qeorge, ** and that, like the purae 
made from that which was thrown aside 
amongst rubbish as something quite worth- 
less and out of date, my little story might be 
made to contain something useful — a tiny piece 
of silver in a &ndful case V* 

" Now for your alligator 1" cried Bosey, 
clambering up to her favourite seat on the 
knee of her elder brother. 

George was just at that age when youths 
are usually most jealous of their dignity, most 
eager to assume the honours of manhood, 
most afraid of doing or saying anything that 
could possibly be regarded as childish; but 
he who had left school the first boy of the 
first class, he who was an aspirant to collegi- 
ate honours, the thoughtful book-worm, the 
earnest student, he was quite content to sit 
by the couch of his little brother and con- 
verse amongst children as a child, to make 
the meiiy dimple appear on the cheek of 
Bosey, and Eddy forget both weariness and 
pain in the enjoyment of a merry laugh. If 
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my readers do not think Qeoige's oocnpation 
an idle one» or his endeavours to instruct and 
amuse absurd, — ^if they do not despise '' the 
tiny bit of diver'' on account of its fanciful 
case, — let them draw their chairs into the 
circle and listen to the new-fieifihioned version 
of Bluebeard 



OHAPTEB m 

BLUEBSABD. 

*' It was in the olden time ; no, I forget — ^it 
was not very long ago, when there lived in 
some land which I will not name, a rich old 
baron whom we consider to be Bluebeard. 
He was slow in his movements, and heavy in 
his gait, — ^indeed some said that he limped He 
had a long nose,a long beard, and a long name: 
his real name was Procrastination.'' 

"I don't think lean remember it,"Baid Bosey. 

" The country people around shortened the 
title to ' Put-off,' for Procrastination is put- 
ting off till to-morrow what ought to be done 
to-day; so if you forget the long name, Bosey, 
you will easily remember the short one. 
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'' Now this Baron Frocrastixiaiioii was 
wealthy, though how he had acquired his 
riches was rather a delicate qaeBtion. If you 
have ever heard of him before, Lily, perhaps 
you can throve some light upon the sabject." 
** Maymna often says that ' Procrastination 
is the thief of time,^ " replied Lily. 

'^ A thief 1 oh ! what a shocking fellow 1" 
cried Bosey. 

*' A shocking fellow he was, as you will 
see before I conclude my story. And yet, 
stj^nge to say, though he was neither hand- 
some, dever, nor good. Baron Procrastination 
managed to get introduced into most respect- 
able familiea I rather think that I have seen 
him in this r 

** Oh V^ exclaimed Bosey, opening her blue 
eyes very wide, " did he come with his long 
beaid and all ?" - 

" Don't interrupt so, Bosey," said Lily; "it 
is so tiresome to be stopped every minute; you 
can't be expected to understand an allegory." 
" Bosey will understand me better, I hope, 
before my story is ended," said George, smooth- 
ing away with his hand an angry little furrow 
which appeared for a moment on the forehead 



26 

of Boeey. '' There are miay things ^irliidi we 
all find it hard to understand; but gradually; 
with patience and attention, we find the mean- 
ing dawning upon na Think of my hero as 
Baron Put-off, and yon may ranember that he 
is not quite a stranger. 

" Well, as I said, this baron was received in 
many places as a visitor, in some he was even 
detained as a guest; and though something 
was generally missed wherever he had been, 
no one seemed to take warning by the past^ 
or to see any harm in this Bluebeard 

" One day as the baron was sitting before 
his long mirror in the long hall of the long 
palace of Procrastination, in which he usually 
abode, stroking his long beard with a satisfied 
air, thus he held converse with himself: — 

" * For many a year Tve meditated on the 
subject of taking a wife, and at length I have 
come to a decision on the matter. The town 
of Oood Besolutions lies not fiar off: its citizens 
are handsome, prosperouff, and wealthy. It 
seems to me that I cannot do better than go 
there and win a fair bride; she is likely to 
have a rich dowry,, and I am tired of dwelling 
here all alone/ 
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''So the baron pulled his long bell-^rope^ 
summoned an old servant^ and ordered his 
coach to be brought to the door. A heavy^ 
lumbering vehicle it wbb, rolling from side to 
side like a cradle, and drawn by four fat 
horses that moved at the pace of snailB." 

" I -wiah I'd been the coachman!^ erdaimed 
Eddy ; ** ^w^ouldn't I have made them gallop ! 
This slo^w old baron of yours, George, is not at 
ail in my line ; Td have had nothing to do 
with such a sluggard ! '* 

George only smiled and went on : — 

"Miss Study-well was the fair lady to whom 

my Bluebeard first paid his addresses. She 

was pleasant-looking and comely, as indeed 

all her oountrjrwomen are; for Good Besolu- 

tions, as every one knows, are an uncommonly 

handsome race. The baron found her seated 

in a library, a large atlas spread open before 

her, her arm resting on a Latin grammar, and 

a volume of history laid on her knee ! " 

" Oh ! rd never have gone near her ! *' 
cried Eddy. 

" I think that you took her to school with, 
you, George," said Lily. But Bosey looked 
puzzled still. 
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''So the baron wooed the huiy, and won 
her, and a grand marriage feast they had. 
Etymology, Entomology^ Zoology, and all the 
other ologies^ were invited ; the wedding cake 
was decorated with gooee-quills, and every one 
complimented the bride by going through the 
multiplication table!" 

'' Oh ! what a fimny wedding I'' exclaimed 
Boeey. " It must have been just like Mra 
Grammar's fine ball, which I learnt out of the 
pretty little Paper," 

''I never heard of that ball," replied 
George. 

'' Oh I I can repeat every word of it all 
right ! " exclaimed Bosey, who was fond of 
showing off her good memory ; and without 
waiting for a request from her brother, she 
gave him the whole poem from beginning to 
end, waving her little hands to and fro as she 
did so, to keep time with the metre : — 



MBS. GBAMHAB'S BALL. 

'' Mbs. GaAKXAB she gave a fine ball 

To the nine different parts of onr speech ; 
To the big and the small. 
To the short and the tall, 
There were pies, plnms, and puddings for each. 
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And fint littie Artides evne. 
In a I111Z17 to make themaelfw kiiown,~ 

Fat A, An, and The; 

Bnt none of tlie three 
Conid stand for a minute alone. 

Then Ac^ectiTeB came to amunmee 

That their dear frienda, the Noons, were aft band,— 
Bough, Rimgker, and Rougher, 
Hmffh, Tougher, and Toughett, 

FtU, Merry, Good-wUured, and Onmd. 

'* The Konns were indeed on their way, — 

Tens of thonsanda and more, I should *h»n^ : 

For each name that we utter, — 

Shop, Moulder, or Shutter,— 
Is a Noun ; Lady, Lion, and LMt. 

" The Frononnswere following fiuA 

To push the Noons out of their places— 
/, Thou, Tou, and Me, 
We, They, He, and J^ 
With their merry, good-hnmoored old fiu)ea ! 
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Some cried out, ' Make way for the Yerha 1 ' 
A great crowd is coming in view. 

To 6»^ and to trnUe, 

And to Ught and io fight. 
To le, and to have^ and to do. 



" The Adverbs attend on the Yerbi^ 
Behind them as footmen they run ; 

As thns, ' To fight badly. 

Then ran away gladly,' 
Shows how fighting and rmming were done. 

*' Frepodtions came, — In, By, and Near, 
With Conjunctions, a poor little hand. 

As ' eUher yon or me, 

Bnt neither them nor he,' — 
They held their great friends by the hand. 
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" ThM in with a H^, JUj^ Aiimi/ 

Soaliad ia Iiit«j«Qliai8 ii|«»iioai,--- 
'Ok/ dmr/ Wdl-4»^U^r 
WImb th^ nw thA dispUy, 
'ifa/ ha/' th^ «& thovted onk 'fioHtmf* 

" But alM what nuforiiiiies wen mgh 1 

Whils the ftu and the ftMtiac pteaed eMh, 
There ponnoed in «t oBoe 
A monster— ft Dinraiy 
And eonliraiided the nine peitB of ipeeoh 1 

" Help, friends I to the xeaciie 1 on yon 

For sid Noun tnd Artide caU^^ 
Oh I give your protection 
To poor Inteijection, 

Verb, Adverb, Go^jimction, and all ! ** 

** Famous^ Bosey ! fieunous ! "' cried Eddy, 
laughing, as colouring with the effort of re- 
peating 80 long a piece, the little girl ended 
her recitation. 

"I daresay,'' said George, more quietly, 
** that Study-well*s feast was a good deal like 
Mrs. Grammar's; but my story has a still 
sadder end, Bosey, than youra 

"The poor Good Besolution, Study-well, 
had not been one month married to Procras- 
tination, when tidings came, alas I of her 
death! Of aU the fortune which she was 
said to possess, nothing remained to her 
family, as a memorial of her, but blotted 
copy-books and an old dog*s-eared grammar ! 
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'' Oh ! " cried the simple Boeey, '* how 
Borry her husband must have been ! " 

**It did not appear so/' said George; ^Tor 
he soon was again on his way, in his rambling 
old coach, to the town of Qood BeeolntioDB. 
Again he ii^eoed and won a fiedr lady, Mias 
Work-well, the eonsin of his first wife. She 
was quick and lively in her maimer^ and 
rather peculiar in her dress. She wore as a 
brooch a red pin-cushion, with a thimble hang- 
ing from it as a pendant; her neeUaoe was 
of reels of white cotton; scissoTB, needle-book, 
and hodkin, hnng suspended from her waist.*' 
£kidy glanoed archly at Ulyy as if suspect- 
ing that this Good Resolution might be some 
acquaintance of hers ; but laly looked steadily 
down at her knitting, and seemed to take no 
notice of the glance. 

" Again," continued George, "th^re was a 
wedding and a feast^ and soon afterwards the 
mysterious death of the bride 1 A broken- 
pointed pair of scissors and a tangled skein of 
silk were sent to her fiumly by Baron Pro- 
crastination, as relics of a Good Besolution 
now no more. 

" Yet a third time came our Bluebeard to 
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the town in seardi of a lady to wed. A 
sweet, smiling little fidry, was sittrng in a 
jessamine bower, and weaving a wreath of the 
blossoms. She looked young, and bright, 
and happy, and her name was Please-my- 
mother.*' 

" Oh 1 that's my good resolution,— mine ! '' 
exclaimed Bosey, a gleam of intelligence 
breaking over her features ; " don't say that 
she married Put-off, don't ! " and she grasped 
Qeoige's arm with an eagerness which set the 
others laughing. 

" It seems almost a shame to say that she 
did, and yet such is my story," replied George. 

"But Flease-my-mother did not die like 
the rest?" 

" When once given up to Procrastination, 
I fear that even she had a poor chance of lifa 
She lived no longer than other Qood IBlesolu- 

tionsl*' 

" Well," exclaimed Eddy, striking his fist 
on the cushion, *' I can only say this, that if 
Baron Put-off, or whatever you call him, found 
any one else silly enough to marry him, she 
deserved to disappear and be heard of no 
more, Uke that unfortunate Miss Study-weH" 
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** I do believe, Master Eddy/' laughed Lily, 
*' that you smothered poor Stady-^ell yoDr- 
self^ and that her hlotted oopy-hooks and dog's* 
eared grammar are all in your school-box at 
this minute I But pray, George^ go on with 
your story. Who was Baron Put-off's next 
bride?" 

" A very sweet but quiet Good Resolution; 

one with gentle mien, and a soft^ winning 

voice ; one too good,— oh ! a thousand times 

too good to be given up by those who might 

have kept her ! " George lowered his voice 

Cks he continued: ''She might have made a 

home so happy, she might have smoothed 

every roughness away; but, alas ! even sooner 

than those who had preceded her died the 

gentle Besolution, Speak-kiadly I " 

A quick flush passed over the te/sd of Lily, 
suid she knitted on faster than before. George 
saw that his sister understood him, and, un- 
willing to inflict more pain, he passed on to 
Bluebeard's fifth bride. 

" Bise-early was the next Good Resolution 
who disappeared in the palace of Procrastinar 
tion. The baron said that the chill of a win- 
ter's morning had killed the sprightly little 
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dame; but I tluBk thai all who study the 
sabjeot will agree, that had it not been for 
that 8ad fellow, Pat-ofl^ she might have be^a 
alive to this day/' 

''Were there any more wives?" asked 
Bosey 

''There was Help-others, one of the faiiest 
and best to be found in the town of Good 
Besolutioiis. She was <me whom everybody 
loved, and loud were the laments in her native 
place when she left it for the pahoe of Pro- 
crastination. After what had ha{q[>ened to 
Study-well, Work-well, Bise-early, Sjieak- 
kindly, and Please-my-mother, no one was 
astonished to hear that Help-others had died 
like the fbnner brides ; and every one in the 
town declared that Baron Procrastination 
should be flogged out of ike parish if ever he 
vKitured to come near a Qood Resolution 

againi'' 

"I'd not have flogged him, but hanged 
him ! " cried Eosey, fiercely, clenching her 
little hand. Her temper, as I have before 
hinted, was none of the gentlest or best^ and 
she might have suggested some yet more 
terrible punishment for the killer of so many 
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CJood Besolutions, when her attention was 
attrsLcted by a tap at the door, and Saiah, her 
nurse^ appeared at the entrance. 

*^ !Mi£» Bosey, it is time to go to bed." 
** Oh, how tiresome !" exclaimed the little 
girl Tnth impatience; "I am sure that it's 
not seven o'clock yet ! *' 

** I heard it strike some minutes ago/' ob- 
seirved lily, "just as George was finiahing off 
poor Kse-early." 

** So now Go-to-bed-eorly must have her 
turn," said Eddy, with his good-humoured 
smile. 

" It doesn't matter, I don't choose to go 
yet," cried Eosey ; " nurse may come back in 
half an hour." 

" Mistress particularly desired that you 
would not be late," said Sarah to her spoilt 
little charge. 

"Ah, ha!*' exclaimed Eddy, rubbing his 
hands, " there's Baron Procrastination running 
away with Please-my-mother ! He has got 
hold of a Good Besolution, and will smother 
her dead in a minute ! Oh, Bosey ! run, run, 
or she is lost !" 

Bosey burst into a merry laugh, jumped 
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down firom George's knee, and giving hurried 
kisses to her brothers and sister, scampered 
out of the room, exclaiming, " No, no; I was 
just in time to save her! Old Bluebeard shan't 
kill Flease-my-mother 1" 

" We must not go on with the stoiy whilo 
poor little Bosey is away," said Eddy. 

" No ; and I think that I diould set to my 
Greek,'* observed Qeoi^ " or the Good Beso- 
lution Study-well may suffer from our even- 
ing's amusement.'' 

'' And I suppose," said Lily, taking up her 
volume, " that for the sake of both Study-well 
and Flease-my-mother I should read over my 
portion of Hume/' 

" Let me see, — ^what Good Resolution can 
I keep from being smothered?" cried Eddy. 
" I told Eosey, before I went to school, that I'd 
make her a little paper box to hold her needles 
and pins; and, oh! dear me! Help-others has 
been all this tune shut up a prisoner in the 
palace of Put-off ! Just lend me your scissors, 
Lily, and 111 have her out in a trice I " 
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CHAPTER IV. 

BLTTBBEABD COKCLUDBD. 

''Is not Aunt Fennoj inoonsiderate T' said 

Lily the next evening to Qeorge, as they were 

both sitting together beside the 80& on wfaidi 

Eddy was reclining. '' Just because she 

wishes to frisk off to see that grand /He at 

PbjAs, she asks Tnamwisi. to take charge of Peter 

a^d Cecilia^ though she must know how in* 

convenient it is to have guests when all of us 

are at home." 

" And papa poorly too,** chimed in Eddy. 

'' Aunt did not know that,'' observed George. 

" But it is so disagreeable to be crowded !" 

cried Lily. " It is very hard that I must 

give np my room to Cecily, who never gives 

up anything for me I" 

" And you, George, are to have Peter packed 
into yoursj" said Eddy. " I'm glad mine is 
too little to hold him. If he were a nice jolly 
fellow, it would not matter, — ^we might both 
squeeze into a nut-shell ; but he's such a 
stingy — " 
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** SofUy, sofUy I" interrapted George 
£00107 ^^^ ^® ^^^ formed a good resolution 
to speak kindly and gently of others." 

'' Ah ! I thought of your Bluebeard to-day, 
George," said lily, " when I asked mamma if 
we could not put off our cousins' visit till 
papa was well and Eddy gone back to schooL 
She replied, ' You know that the fHe in Paris 
is on Monday, my dear ; your aunt is very 
anxious to be present^ and could not leave her 
children alone in her house. We should al- 
ways be ready to help others, even at a little 
inconvenience to ourselve&' *' 

** Ah ! mamma never lets Bluebeard kill 
her good resolutions \" cried Eddy. 

'' And I propose that we should invite a 
very nice one to 6t9.y with us here,'' said 
George, " especially while our house is so full 
Our resolution shall be to help mamma^ and 
to relieve her of all the trouble that we can, 
in entertaining our guesta" 

" And, oh ! I do hope that you'll go on 
with your stories I " cried Eddy ; " that will 
keep us all as quiet as mice !" 

** Well, I can't say that I much fancy having 
so large an audience," said George; ''but — '* 
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'' Now for Bluebeard ! now for Bluebeard r 
cried Rosey, ruahing into the room. ** I de- 
serve a good long story, Georgie, for I did my 
lessons so £Bbmoiialy to-day. I can tell you 
that Bise-early, and Study-well, and Work- 
well, and Please-my-mother, are as &t and 
merry as can be ; and Baron Put-off is in the 
black-hole V 

" Then really,^' said George, "I think that 
our Kosey must have been making acquaint- 
ance with Bluebeard's seventh wife !" 

'* A seventh ! Oh, was there another ? Do 
^eVs hear all about her !'' cried Bosey, dap- 
ping ber hands with impatience. 

" There was yet another Good Besolution 
to whom Baron Procrastination paid success- 
^ addresses. She was a staid and quiet 
lady. Consider-well was her nama" 

*'If she had considered weU, I am sure 
that she would never have had him T' cried 
Eddy. 

" I am sorry to say,*' replied George, " that 
quiet, sober Consider-well, is in just as much 
peril from Put-off as any of her livelier com- 
panions. Have you ever yet given one half 
hour, Eddy, to considering your duties, and how 
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yoQ perfonn them — your hnlta, and how yon 
may check them f " 

"* I shaD when Tm older," said Eddy. 

''Baron Put-off! Baron Put-off! don't yon 
see hiB long beard ! ** shonted Bosey, who had 
by this time quite entered into the spirit of 
the aU^;oiy. 

Geoi^ laughed, and continued his tala 

''Now it is unlikely that Consider-well 
would ever have consented to become the wife 
of Procrastination, had her brothers Sense and 
Firmness been at homcL But, unhappily, they 
were absent at the time when the deceitful, 
flattering Baron Procrastination, came in his 
lumbering gilt ooadL 

" Poor Consider-well proved no wiser than 
her neighbours — ^Bluebeard won her heart and 
her hand, notwithstanding the good advice and 
strong warnings of many of her acquaintances 
and Mends. Not to make mystery too long, 
I will give no account of the wedding, but 
only state that the couple started for the 
palace of Procrastination, accompanied by the 
bride's sister. Miss Try, horn whom die could 
not bear to be parted.' 

" How did she like the palace V* said Bosey. 
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SLe found it perhaps Bomeidiat dnlL It 
Tiras & large, straggling, old hooae, frequented 
lyy oi^Ls and bats, and rather tumble-down in 
conciition; but, on the whole, Consider^ well at 
£Lrst> thought that she had little to complain o£ 
Sex* husband seemed a kind^ easy-tempered 
xnsLTi, who allowed her to have her own way, 
^v^as never angry, and never severe, and ap- 
peared to dislike nothing but trouble. 

" After seven days had passed pleasantly 
enough, the Baron Procrastination came one 
morning to his lady, carrying a massive bunch 
of keys in his hand, every one of which ^ 
exceedingly rusty. 

'* ' My dear,' said he, in his soft, pleasant 
manner, * important business now calls me 
from home. I leave you in charge of my 
palace, and place all my keys in your hand. 
There is but one which you never must use — 
the smallest and rustiest of all — ^which opens 
the little door at the end of the long corridor, 
through which no one ever passes but myself.' 
" So Consider-well took the keys, and Put- 
off took his leave ; and the old coach, witlx its 
four fat horses, slowly rolled away from the door. 
• *' For a long time the lady was well amused 
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in exploring the various rooms of the palace, 
and trying into what new apartments the 
bunch of keys would introduce her; but at 
length she became weaiy of this, and madi 
she wondered, and long she pondered, what 
could possibly lie beyond the little door whidi 
was at the end of the long passage ! 

" At length she ventured along the corridor, 
her bunch of keys in her hand, nor stopped 
till she stood before the door which Bluebeard 
had forbidden her to opea'' 

" Oh, (George ! she's going to be a naughty 
Consider-well !'' cried Bosey ; '' she ought to 
have obeyed her husband !" 

** Quite right, Bosey, as a general rule,'' 
replied Geoiga " But the worst of an alle- 
gory is, that one cannot follow it out in every 
particular. When we turn good or bad qua- 
lities into people, and treat them as if they 
were creatures like ourselves^ we are constantly 
running into difficulties of which we never 
dreamed when we set ouf 

"Never mind difficulties!'' cried Eddy; 
''just dash boldly through them. Well all 
forgive Consider-well if she disobeys the orders 
of Bluebeard." 
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" So, wondering and wishing;" oontintied 
Geoige, " the lady stood for seTeral minutes 
with her eyes fixed on the lock of the door. 
Presently she tried if the key would fit it 
The key 'was called Beflection, and moved 
stiffly in the rusty lock. Consider-well had 
to exert all her strength to turn it round at 
alL But the instant that she had done bo, 
the door started open without any effort of 
her own. She uttered a cry — a shriek of ter- 
ror — ^for what do you think that she heheld?** 
** What was it?" cried Bosey, looking 
alarmed. 

'* I guess what it was/' said Eddy. 
" All the former Qood Besolutions were 
stretched quite dead on the floor ! Study-well, 
Work-well, Please-my-mother, Speak-kindly, 
Help-others, and Rise-early, lay all smothered 
in their youthful beauty, by that sad Bluebeard 
Procrastination !" 

'' Dear ! dear I what did his wife do ?" cried 
Rosey. 

'* Her first effort, as soon as she at all re- 
covered her composure, was to shut the fatal 
little door. Again the key grated in the 
lock; again all the strength that Consider- 
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well poasessed waa necessary to turn it XJsiDg 
the key of Beflectioa thus had strangely robbed 
of the rust which had gathered upon it, and 
part of it now shone with such singular bright- 
ness that the lady was filled with alaxm. 

" * He will notice the difference I' she cried, 
wringing her hands in despair ; ' he wrill dis- 
cover my terrible secret, and kill me like 
those who came before me 1' 

'' How she started at that moment to bear 
the wheels of the lumbering old coach I It 
came on a good deal quicker than usual, — ^at 
least so it seemed to the terrified lady. She 
hurried forward to meet Procrastination, but 
her feet seemed to have lost their power. 
How she trembled when the steps of the 
terrible Bluebeard resounded along the cor- 
ridor ! *' 

'' I'd have run away before he could catch 
me I" cried Rosey. 

" She had neither strength to run nor 
any place in which to hide. She stood lean- 
ing against the wall with the bunch of keys 
in her hand. 

*' * How's this V said the baron, taking them 
from her, and looking with a very suspicious 
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eye at the altered appearance of the key of 
Reflection. 

Consider-^well could not titter a word. 
* I see mrhat has happened/ said the tyrant^ 
in a voice becoming each moment louder and 
more angry ; • you've broken the command 
which I gave you, — youVe made use of R^ 
flection in my absence, — you've discovered what 
I> Procrastination, have done ; and now must 
abide the consequences !' 

" Bright shone the key of Reflection, but not 
so brightly as the terrible scimitar which now 
flashed in the hand of Bluebeard over the 
head of the Good Resolution." 

" Poor, poor Consider-well ! what will b^ 
come of her !'' exclaimed the pitying little 
Rosey. 

" She fell at Bluebeard's feet and asked 
for mercy ; but that he never bestowed She 
then implored to be given a little space of 
time in which to prepare for her fate ; and 
that Baron Procrastination, who was never in 
a hurry, was graciously pleased to grant 

** Consider-well flew up stairs to her sister, 
all trembliDg and ready to faint. 

*' ' Sister Try ! sister Try \' she exdaimed, 
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as BOon as she had breaih to speak, 'you told 
me that our brothers Finnness and Sense w^rare 
coming soon to pay us a visit. Look out 
from the turret window and tell me what 
see you in the distance.' 

^^ Sister Try looked out from the turret: 
' I see the green fields^ and the waving oorUy 
and the clouds floating over the sky !' 

'^'Come down!' shouted Bluebeard from 
below. 

" But Consider-well called out but the 
louder : ' Sister Try 1 sister Try ! look forth 
from the turret and tell me what see you in 
the distance V 

*' * I see a cloud of dust afar off, — yes, yes^ 
and now I behold horses and riders. There 
are knights approaching, I see the glitter of 
their shining helmets in the sun, — ^they come 
nearer and nearer, — ^they wave their hands, — 
Firmness and Sense are spurring hard, they 
will soon be close at the gate T 

"'I am saved!' cried the wife, 'I am 
saved!'" 

" Oh ! did they come in time ? " cried 

Eosey. 

" Yes, they arrived in time,— only just in 
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time ix> save their poor Bister, the Good 
Resolutioi), from the destmction whidi threat- 
ened her, — to dash aside the sdmitar of the 
merciless Bluebeard, and hj him dead in the 

dust r 

^That's right! that's right 1" exclaimed 
Hosey, drawing a long breath, as if quite re- 
lieved. 

*' And Firmness and Sense did more than 

punish Procrastination, for wondeiful heroes 

^were they, and gifted with wonderfol powers. 

They visited that sad little room in which so 

many Good Besolutions had for so long lain 

dead How they managed I leave you to 

guess, for I hope that both Firmness and 

Sense may be reckoned amongst your friends, 

and that we may all learn by experience what 

such friends are able to do, — ^but they had 

not been long in the place before up jumped 

all the Good Besolutions as fresh and lively 

as ever I And from that day, as a sign that 

Procrastination could hurt or destroy them no 

more, the Good Besolutions changed their name 

to Good Habits, and are flourishing to this 

very time I" 

" Hurra ! hurra T' exclaimed Eddy, ** that's 
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quite a new ending to Bluebeard! Good 
BeBolutions are excellent things^ but Good 
Habits are a thousand times better 1'^ 



CHAPTER V. 

PBIDB AKD PASBIOK. 

BosET was a lovely little child, a clever little 
child, with a warm and affectionate heart, one 
who was a general pet in the house. But poor 
Bosey shared the fate of most pets, — she had 
been, unhappily, spoilt. Visitors had praised 
her pretty face, till the little one really fancied 
herself a beauty ; and had laughed at her quick, 
lively manner, till she had almost set up for a 
wit Bosey had a strong will of h&r own, on 
which no sufficient check had ever been laid ; 
and a passionate, wilful temper, which often 
made herself miserable, and certainly did not 
add to the comfort of others. Her mother 
had often gently corrected the faults of her 
darling little girl; and George's words had 
many a time checked the tide of her passion. 
Lily had also, to use her own expression, tried* 
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to keep Bosey in order ; but, trnforfcimatelj, 

her manner of doing so generally made matters 
worse. She irritated instead of instructing, 
aod all the pride of Bosey was up in arms 
against the control of her elder sister. Poor 
Bosey's heart was like a generous soil over- 
spread with many ugly weeds; and George 
saw with pain the increasing feiults which 
threatened to turn her natural advantages 
into positive evila Rosey thought a great 
deal of self This made her positive and 
proud, easily offended, not easily appeased, 
unwilling to ask pardon and own herself 
^rong, and determined to have her own way. 
There was no small danger that the once 
loving, winning, charming little child, might 
grow np a proud, disagreeable, unamiable 
woman. 

On the day following that on which Blue- 
beard was concluded, a little incident occurred 
"which showed her disposition in no pleasing 
light 

Bosey had risen in the morning with a 
heavy cold and a cough. Her usually spark- 
ling eyes were heavy, she was dull over her 
little tasks ; and her mother, seeing that she 
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waa not weQ, allowed her to amiiBe herself 
instead of learning. After her tea she went, 
as usual, into her other's room to give him 
her evening kiss, aooompanied by DI7 and 
George. Mr. Ellerslie was particularly fond 
of his youngest child, and had had, it must 
he confessed, the principal share in spoiling 
her. 

The gentleman was still confined to his bed 
by the effects of the influenza. Bosey clambered 
up, and, as she was accustomed to do, put her 
little arms tightly round her fieither's neck, 
and pressed her rosy lips to his cheek ; but 
when she would have bidden him good-night, 
she was interrupted by a violent fit of cough- 
ing. 

" My darling ! you have caught cold T' ex- 
claimed the father, anxiously. 

" Our pet has not been quite right all day," 
said Mrs. Ellerslie ; " I fear that she has had 
some chilL'' 

" I know what has given Rosey cold," cried 
Idly. "She would keep on dabbling with 
water last night, trying to blow bubbles 
through the pipe which Eddy gave her. Nurse 
told her to leave off, but she would not mind 
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Sb bit ; — of course that was the way to get a 
cold." 

" Of course it was," said Mr. EUersIie, al- 
most angrily; ''let the pipe be broken and 
thrown away directly/* 

Bosey slipped quietly down upon the floor. 
She said nothing, — she would not have dared 
to have said anything angry in the presence 
of her father, of whom she stood greatly in 
awe ; but fury was boiling in her little bosom, 
her feice was flushed and swollen with rage : she 
ran hastily out of the room into that in which 
!Eddy remained on his sofa, and seizing Lily's 
knitting, which lay on the table, she flung it 
into the fire ! 

" Oh, Eosey ! you little monkey \" exclaimed 
Idly, who had followed her just in time to see 
the mischief, but not to prevent it. She caught 
her little sister by the arm, and seemed much 
disposed to ^ve her a violent shake, when she 
was prevented by the entrance of George. 

" Look!'' she exclaimed, her voice trembling 
with anger, "just look what this naughty 
child has doner' 

" Spiteftil tell-tale, she deserved it!" cried 
Rosey. No one that now saw that red. 
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furious little fiioe, couM have thought that it 
possessed one particle of beauty. 

" Bosey, you have done wrong, very wrong," 
said George, walking gravely towards the col- 
prii She retreated as he approached her, 
backing into a comer of the room, where she 
stood, the picture of a proud, passionate little 
girl, who, having done a very naughty thing, 
is determined to brave out the consequences. 

(}eorge felt himself in some difficulty. 
There was no doubt that Bosey deserved severe 
punishment, and ought to have had it; but 
there was as little doubt that, on account of 
her being unwell, her mother would never in- 
flict it. Her fault would be passed over as 
the result of the natural firetfulness consequent 
upon indisposition. There was no use in com- 
plaining of h^ conduct. All that could be 
attempted was, to bring her to a sense of her 
fault, to make her sorry for her passion and 
revenge, to induce her to beg her sister's par- 
don, and resolve to behave better in futura 
But this was no easy task. As Bosey's pas- 
sion subsided, her pride seemed only to rise 
higher. Her angry look was exchanged for a 
sulky one, almost more disagreeable to behold. 
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She TTOuId neither stir firom her corner, nor 
utter a word in reply to all that her brother 
could say. 

George spoke earnestly and long, while 
Eddy every now and then chimed in with a 
word : ''Oh 1 Bosey, do be good; do say that 
you^re sorry, — just see how you are spoiling 
all our pleasure ! " Lily, while fishing in the 
fire ^th the tongs to extract her unfortunate 
needles, made many reflections, happily not 
aloud, on the best mode of bringing up chil- 
dren, and determined that if any should be 
under her charge (which she hoped might 
never be the case), she would begin to keep 
them in order from the very cradle, and whip 
all their temper out of them before they could 
run alone! Perhaps this was a Resolution 
which might be confided without regret to the 
care of Baron Procrastination. 

George, as I have said, spoke earnestly and 
long, but apparently without making the 
slightest impression. Bosey's lips were pressed 
tightly together; and when he attempted to 
take her hand, she held her arm stiffly to her 
side. In vain were appeals to her better feel- 
ings ; pride and temper had entirely the mas- 
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teiy. Qeorge had no authority to punish, 
and he seemed to have no power to persuade 
It appeared to him at length that it might be 
the wisest course to leave the little offender 
alone, to come to herself at her leisure ; that 
the very notice that she attracted might foster 
her pride ; and that, perhaps, under txisting 
circumstances, the less attention that her tem- 
per attracted the better chance there would be 
of its yielding. 

" It is not fair that I should employ aU my 
time/' said George, " in arguing with a wilful 
little girl, who must, I am sure, feel very un- 
happy while she is giving pain to those who 
love her. Eddy, you have been an excellent 
patient to-day; you must not be deprived of 
your evening's amusement Would you like 
a game of draughts, or a story?" 

" A story I — oh ! a story ! " cried Eddy ; 
" and while I am listeniog to you, I will rub 
up those black needles for poor Lily. You 
know Help-others was turned into a Habit, 
and I want to have her always by my side ! " 

George sat very near to the sofa ; Eddy 
managed to make room upon it for his elder 
sister, whose temper, ruffled by the conduct of 
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Rosey, was quite smoothed by the little boy's 

kin(lnes& George spoke purposely in a tone 

so low that his words could hardly reach the 

culprit in the comer, towards whom the back 

of his chair w^as turned. Neither he nor Lily 

gave a glance in the direction of that comer, 

though Eddy's eyes often wandered towards 

it. Rosey remained perfectly quiet at first, 

except that she occasionally coughed ; but 

gradually the direction of those coughs showed 

George that she had quitted her position, and 

was approaching his chair. He knew that she 

was anxious to listen, though in her present 

mood she might not choose that that anxiety 

should be observed. Warning Eddy with a 

glance to take no notice of her movemenjts, 

and still keeping his back towards her, George 

pursued his story, earnestly wishing through 

a- fanciful fiction to move the stubborn spirit 

which would not listen to reason. 
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CHAPTER VI 

THE nSHSBMAK AND THE 6ENL 

** Bt the shores of the vast sea of Forgetful- 
ness there dwelt a meny young fisherman. 
A round little fellow waa he^ and very comely 
to look at, — ^no one thought so more than 
himself. He waa pretty successful in pursuing 
his occupation, and seldom threw out his net 
of Consideration without drawing in a finny 
prey. But so proud was he of every little 
success, and his vanity magnified it so much, 
that it was a common saying amongst his neigh- 
bours that he took all his sprats for salmon. 

" But one day, as he was fishing alone by 
the shores of the mighty sea, he suddenly felt 
that something very heavy indeed was en- 
tangled in the meshes of his net, — something 
so weighty that it required all his strength 
to draw it out of the water. 

" ' Here's a prize ! ' cried the jolly little 
fisherman. ' This time I think that I must 
have captured a young whale, or perhaps a 
mermaid, or some other curious sea monster, 
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tliat all the world will crowd to look at ! Ill 
fiU my coffers by making a show of it/ 

" So the fisherman pulled and pulled, afiaid 
every moment that the net would give way 
-with the weight of his prize. He tugged and 
txigged, till his arms ached and his bosom 
panted with his efforts^ and at last he drew 
the net to shore. And what do you think he 
saw in it ? Not a whale, nor a mermaid, nor 
a monster, but a coffer of some shining metal 
of exactly the same size as himself; and, what 
was a still odder thing, of exactly the same 
shape also I " 

"Do you mean,'' said Eddy, winking at 
George, to intimate that Bosey had left her 
comer, — " do you mean that the box was of 
the form of a man ? " 

" It had the very form of the joUy young 
fisherman, round and shaped like him, with a 
£bu» at one end which looked merry enough, 
aU dripping though it was with sea-water. 
There was a little label on the centre of the 
box, on which the word Self was inscribed in 
veiy legible letters ; this was the only clew 
which the fisherman had to the contents of the 
wonderful coffer. 
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" * My fortune is made ! ' lie exdaimed, 
contemplaiiDg with transport his curious prize. 
'What a beautiful thing, — ^what an elegant 
thing, — ^what a remarkable thing is this Self ! 
Doubtless it is full of the richest treasure, — 
silver perhaps, or rather gold ! Nay, I should 
not be surprised if I found in it heaps of 
diamonds and strings of pearls ! I shall call 
all my neighbours to look at it ; I shall call 
all my neighbours to admire it.— nothing shall 
be thought of for ten miles round but this 
precious coflFer of Self 1 ' " 

" What a ridiculous little chap he was ! " 
cried Eddy. 

"I suspect," observed Lily, "that his sal- 
mon will prove to be nothing but a sprat after 
all" 

" • But how am I to open this coffer ? ' was 
the next consideration of the fisherman, as he 
carefully examined his prize. ' I can see no 
sign of a hinge, no mark anywhere to point 
out an opening, — ^nothing but this odd little 
stopper in the figure's mouth, which looks like 
a metal mushroom sticking out firom the pout- 
ing lips ! ' 

" He laid his hand upon the stopper, shook 
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it, and with litUe difficulty drew it out, — 
muct wondering how he should extract the 
contents of the box from an opening so ex- 
ceedingly smalL ^What was the fisherman's 
surprise when there suddenly issued from the 
mouth a smoke so black and so thick, that as 
its clouds spread around him he felt himself 
ahnost choked 1 Higher and higher, wider 
and wider spread its folds, while the fisherman 
g^'Zed on in amazement But how was his 
amazement changed to terror, when the smoke 
gradually assiuned a shape, — when it became 
solid before his eyes, and he beheld in front of 
him a gigantic figure, towering in portentoiis 
blackness, and looking down from its terrible 
height on the poor little mortal at its feet I " 

Oeorge felt a tiny hand laid on the back of 
his chair, but continued without turning 
round : — 

" * Ha I ha ! I am free at length I * shouted 
the geni, raising aloft an arm as thick as the 
trunk of a tree. ' Not all my strength could 
lift out that charmed stopper which a weak 
child of dust has so easily removed ; but now 
I have regained power and freedom, — ^let man 
tremble, for I know how to use them ! ' 
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"'Who art thou?" cried the terrified fisher- 
man. 

** ' My name is Pride/ answered the loud 
voice of the geni ; * and a mighty ruler am I. 
For long years have I beoi confined a prisoner 
in that nanow coffer of Self, while the waves 
of Forgetfulness rolled over me, and my exist- 
ence was remembered no more. Then I vowed 
in my fury, that if ever I saw the light, I 
would kill the first man whom I looked on. 
Thou, O fisherman, art that man ! therefore 
prepare thee for death !' 

'* Then the fisherman, in an agony of terror, 
fell at the feet of the geni. ' Spare me T he 
cried ; ^ I am too lowly, too insignificant to be 
worthy the notice of one so great as thou art !' 

** * Ha I ha ! ' exclaimed the geni, ' thou art 
changing thy tune I Some few minutes back 
who so well satisfied with Self as thou I But 
know, little mortal, there are no human beings 
existing so small, so feeble, so worthless, that 
they may not be seized on by Pride, if they 
place themselves under his power!' 

" * But wouldst thou destroy one,' cried the 
fisherman, 'who has just done thee a service?' 

" * Those who give fi*eedom to Pride ever 
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find him a master and a tyrant ! Thoee who 
nourish me, them I wound ; those who serve 
me, them I destroy!' 

'''Is there no hope?' cried the miserahle 
fisherman ; * can I look for no mercy at thy 
hand?' 

"'Only 4»ich mercy as consists in giving 

thee the choice of thy fata Wilt thou be 

drowned in folly, consumed by anger, or 

smothered ^fnth self-conceit? for in one of these 

^ays will I end thee, and thus fulfil my vow !' 

" Now the i)Oor little fisherman felt himself 

indeed in a terrible strait. He had given free 

course to hatefdl Pride, and he feared that 

he now must suffer for it indeed. But fear 

&nd terror sharpened his wita 

" ' When didst thou make such a vow ? ' 
cried he. 

" ' When I was shut up in that coffer of 
Self/ 

"*WhatI' cried the fisherman, quickly, 
' wouldst have me believe that mighty, tower- 
ing Pride, ever came from a wretched little 
coffer like that? What is there in Self that 
it could hold Pride, — such Pride as I see be- 
fore me? Self is a poor, weak, pitiful thing. 
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and fiir too small to oontain even one of thy 
feetr 

"*Do8t doubt my word?* shouted the in- 
dignant genL 

" ' I can only say/ said the fisherman, more 
stoutly, ' that I see plainly that Self is alto- 
gether unsuited to be, for one moment, the 
dwelling-place of Pride ! Prove to me, if 
thou canst, O geni ! that Pride can ever 
shrink into so paltry an abode; and then thou 
mayst speak to me of vows, and bid me pre- 
pare for death ! ' 

" ' See, and be convinced !' cried the angry 
genl In a moment his huge form dissolved, 
again thick smoke darkened the air, and, slowly 
contracting its volume, poured like a stream 
into the coffer of Self, till not a particle re- 
mained outside I 

"'Art thou convinced?' cried Pride from 
within. 

'* ' Ay, ay, convinced that thou art back into 
thy prison, and shalt never come forth from it 
again,' shouted the fisherman, eagerly clapping 
in the stopper ! Then exerting his utmost 
strength, and resolved to get rid of the tyrant 
for ever, with an almost superhuman effort he 
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lifted up the coffer of Self, and threw it with 
its hateful contents l>ack again into the depths 
of the sea !" 

" Well done I ^well done V* exdaimed Boeey, 
forgetting for the moment everything hut the 
story which she "had heard. 

Gteorge turned round quietly and gravely : 
" I know one little girl who has not done it ; 
one who has let ugly Pride out of his prison, 
and has not tried, has not perhaps even wished, 
to drive him back into it again,'* 

B^jsey was taken by surprise. She looked 
aa though she scarcely knew whether to laugh 
or to cry, and glanced irresolutely at her 
sister. 

" The had geni is going to melt — ^to shrink," 

exclaimed Eddy, eagerly ; '' he is almost back 

in the little coffer : quick, quick, Lily, he must 

i^ot get out ; clap in the stopper with a kiss!" 

lily took the hint, seized the favourable 

moment ; and in the next Bosey was crying 

on her neck ! 

" I've been very naughty," she sobbed ; 
" I'm sorry that I threw your work into the 
fira" 

" And I'm sorry that my words vexed you," 
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8aid Uly, who had no eRilkineas or resentment 
in her disposiiion. 

** Let bygones be bygones," observed George. 

" I shall try to take the allegory home to 
myself" said Lily ; " I think that I see part 
of ihe meaning. The poorer, the meaner opi- 
nion that we have of Self, the more imworthy 
we think it to hold Pride, the more likely we 
are to get our enemy to shrink into a less for- 
midable size." 

** And then the fisherman's plan is the best," 
cried Eddy ; " fling Pride away and drown him 
in the sea of Forgetfulness for ever \" 



CHAPTER Vn. 

THE OUESTS. 

On the next day Cecilia and Peter Fermoy 
arrived, to pay a visit of a few days to Mra 
Ellerslie. They were, as the reader must have 
perceived, no particular favourites with their 
cousins ; and this may be accounted for with- 
out difficulty, by the difierent ways in which 
the two families had been brou^^ht up. Mrs. 



TSS 6US8IS. 

Fermoy, the sister of Mr. EUeidie, was a yery 
worldly woman, of a light and frivolous mind, 
whose whole attention was given to gaiety 
and the requirements of fashion. Cecilia^ at 
the age of thirteen, was a miniature copy of 
her mother. Dress was the great object of her 
thoughts, to be admired the end of her ambi- 
tion, — self -was never for one minute firom her 
ii^d. She could not so much as walk across 
the room without fancying that all eyes were 
festened upon, her ; the very tone of her voice 
was affected, and her languishing manner of 
drooping her head, first on the one side then 
on the other, and slowly rolling her eyes, 
giving herself the airs of a very fine lady, 
struck little Bosey as so comical, that she could 
scarcely re&ain jBx)m laughing. 

Peter was about a year younger than his 
fiister. He had been very Uttle in the society 
of his mother, having been kept almost con- 
stantly in the nursery, until old enough to be 
sent off to school. Mra Fermoy thought young 
boys very troublesome. It is said " little chil- 
dren should be seen, and not heard f her plan, 
and a very convenient one she had found it, 
was that they neither should be seen nor heard. 
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Thus Peter, much left to his own deyioea^ had 
certainly few graces to display, and knew as 
little about manners as the poodle which was 
his mother's fiEbvourite companion. He was a 
slouching, untidy boy, with loose neckerchief 
and shoes down at heel His eyes did not 
meet those of others with a frank, open, kindly 
glance, like those of his cousin Eddy ; they 
rather appeared as if searching for something, 
and that something always on the ground 
Peter was a curious contrast to his sister, both 
in his appearance and habits; and there was, as 
may readily be imagined, little sympathy or 
affection between them. 

Mra Ellerslie received her young guests very 
kindly. Eddy jimiped up &om his sofa, and 
hopped three steps to meet them— -wonderful 
to relate — ^without a tumble ! (Jeorge was 
absent, as he always was for the greater part 
of the day, busily engaged with a private tutqr. 
Mrs. Ellerslie herself showed Cecilia the nice 
little room which she was to occupy during her 
stay, took off her niece's bonnet and shawl, and 
carefully put them away, for Cecilia was much 
too fine to do anything of the kind for herself 
They then returned to the drawing-room, which, 
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as Mrs. EUerslie s house was not large, had to 
act the part of both school-room and play-room 
to the children. Here the lady left the Fer- 
moys to the care of Lily and their two little 
cousins, as business which could not be delayed 
made it necessary for her to go out. 

'* Tou will do your best, I am sure, to make 
your young guests happy," were Mrs. Ellers- 
lie's parting words to her children. 

Cecilia glanced, at the sofa, and then at 
Eddy, little pleased, it appeared, that a school- 
boy should occupy the place of dignity due to 
herself. 

'' It's this tiresome foot of mine that makes 
mamma tell me to keep here," said Eddy, 
reading the expression of her face ; " but there's 
plenty of room for two ;" and he squeezed 
himself to one side of the so&. 

Cecilia had no idea of crushing her floimces, 
BO threw herself in an arm-chair without reply. 

Lily, who knew that, as the eldest daughter, 
she should take the chief part in entertaining, 
brought a book of pictures to amuse her guest ; 
but Cecilia merely turned over one or two pages, 
with an air of utter indifference, closed the 
v'olume, and pushed it aside. 
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As Tain were Eddy's attempts to make Peter 
gaess his favourite charade : — 

"Bewwe, oh I my firtt of my whdU, 
Should it lurk in my aewnd a while. 
Boon, Boon might the laugh change to shriekings of pain. 
And terror aucoeed to a smile. 

"Let's hope such a painful erent 
May never our pleasures destroy : 
Hay mj/>rst and my tecortd with wisdom be filled, 
And my whole ne'er come near to annoy. 

" Now what do you think that this terrible 
whole can be?'' cried Eddy, with the air of 
one in possession of a great secret. 

" I don't know, and I don't care/' replied 
Peter. He, like his sister, had not that true 
politeness which is ready to be amused as well 
as to amuse, and which carefully avoids dis* 
appointing those who make even the smallest 
attempt to please. 

Bosey, who was ready enough to enter into 
conversation, seated herself on a footstool by 
Cecilia. " Would you have liked to have gone 
to Paris with Aunty?" said she. 

" lake it ! I should think so !" replied her 
cousin ; '' it is very odd that mamma did not 
take ma" 

" Is Paris a nice, pretty place ?" 

" Nice I" repeated the young lady, twirling 
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round a«nd round on her finger a turquoise ring 
which she wore, "it is the most charming 
place in the world, — such amusements — sudi 
shops — such beautiful things of all kinds !'' 

'* Did that ring come from Paris 7" asked 
Rosey. 

" No ; from a London jeweller/' 

" Who gave it to you ?" said the child, dia- 
r^arding the gesture of her elder sister, who 
would have checked such ill-mannered ques- 
tions ; but Cecilia rather liked the notice which 
her ornament attracted 

" No one gave it to me ; I bought it myself.** 

" Oh ! you must have had a great deal of 
money ! " cried the child, looking up into her 
fiice with surprise. 

** Not much," said Cecilia^ with an air of 
discontent, "or I should have bought the 
brooch to match it." 

" A wise way, truly, of getting rid of your 
cash \" cried the slouching boy, who sat with 
his elbows resting upon the table. " I know 
better what to do with mine/' 

"What is it that you do?" asked the in- 
quisitive Bosey, though Lily again endeavoured 
to stop her. 
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" Keep it in my purse, to be sure," replied 
the boy. 

" I've a purse too, — ^isn't it a beauty?" said 
Bosey, producing her brother's little gift. " If 
you can guess what it's made of, I'll tell you 
what money is in it." 

" Made of! why of red leather, to be sure." 

" Ah ! but you never found out where the 
leather came from, — ^you'll never find out!" 
cried the child ; " so I won't show you the 
bright little fourpenny piece which (3eorgie 
put in, he said, to keep it warm !" 

" If a fourpenny bit can keep one warm," 
laughed Peter, "what do you think all this 
must do?" — ^he pulled out a large, heavy purse, 
and shook it to make the money jingle. 

"Bum your pocket, I should say!" cried 
Eddy. 

At this minute the door unclosed, and the 
servant announced Mrs. Stanley, the wife of 
the clergyman of the parish, and a much 
valued friend of Mrs. EUerslie. Peter stuffed 
the purse hastily back into his pocket, but 
had not the good manners to rise. Bosey ran 
eagerly to greet the lady, Lily placed a chair 
for her beside the fire, while Eddy, with his 
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beaming &oe looked ready to hop acroflB the 
room to welcome her. 

"Keep still, mj dear boy^ don't move; I 
hope that joxa ankle is better?'' — and not 
having flounces to spoil, the lady soon made 
herself comfortable beside him. 

Mr& Stanley had won long ago the affec- 
tionate respect of the children. Her kind in- 
quiries were made with the cordial interest, 
and answered with the ready confidence which 
might have existed between the elder and 
younger members of an affectionate &mily. 
lily introduced her cousins to her visitor, and 
Mrs. Stanleys courteous salutation was re- 
turned by an affected bend of the head firom 
Cecilia, and an awkward nod from her 
brother. 

After some conversation on various subjects. 
Mrs. Stanley explained to the young drde 
around her the object of her early visit. 

"I wished to speak to your dear mother 
and you all," said she, " of a labour of love in 
which I have been asked to join, and in which 
I am greatly interested I am trying to col- 
lect subscriptions for the Orphan School of 
Benares, in India." And the lady proceeded 
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to give a simple but vivid description of ibis 
school fbr the poor little Hindoos. She told 
bow; during a time of famine, sucb as is 
never known in our happy England, wben 
hundreds and thousands of natives were dying 
of hunger by the wayside, and parents were 
ready to sell their own babies to buy a few 
morsels of food, this institution, like a kindly 
mother, had opened its arms to perishing chil- 
dren, and had saved them from this terrible 
death. She told how the dark boys and girls, 
whose families had been worshippers of idols, 
had been taught at the school the truths oi 
religion, and not only saved from misery here, 
but shown the way to endless happiness here- 
after.* She described the change from the 
vicious habits to which these poor young hea- 
then had been given, — flying and stealing being 
considered by them as no crime, and gross 
idolatry as a virtue, — to the honesty, truth, and 
piety, which some of the scholars had shown, 
when they had been taught by gentle Chris- 
tian care to know the right from the wrong. 
" Were we to see," continued Mrs. Stanley, 

* The Church Misuonary Society receiTes contributioiis foe 
this ezoellent institotioii. 
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"sk drowning child in the water, sinking; 
perishing in the wild waves, — ^with what pain 
should we watch his straggles ! — ^how intense 
would be our anxiety to save him \ And 
were we then to behold a boat on the beach, 
how eagerly would we try to push it off to 
the rescue; or, if our own strength would not 
suffice, how willingly would we empty our 
purses to induce others to do what we could 
not ! And thousands, rrviUioTis, are sinking at 
this time in the waters of ignorance and sin I 
It is calculated that every minute that passes^ 
the soul of some fellow-creature is called into 
eternity! How many hundreds must have died 
this very day, — and of those hundreds, by far 
the greater part have never even heard of the 
truth ! Shall we not endeavour by all means 
to save some? Not much more than one 
shilling a-week is sufficient to place a little 
heathen child in a Christian home, to give 
food for its body, and food for its soul, — ^to 
teach an orphan to pray in the Hindoo tongue 
to a merciful Father in heaven ! Oh ! dear 
young Mends, would it not be a privilege and 
delight to help in saving one such child; to 
tltink that though thousands of nules are be- 
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tween, the hand of charity can yet reach the 
Hmdoo, and that in a better world you may 
meet, with unspeakable joy, one whom you 
pitied, and loved, and helped, though you 
never beheld him below?" 

Mrs. Stanley's words left a deep impression 
on the hearts of the Ellerslies, and Lily 
thought with regret on her parents' stndt- 
ened means; for she knew far better than Mra 
Stanley knew, how much, in the case of her 
mother, the will to give exceeded the power. 

" Are you not sorry," said Rosey to Cecilia, 
as soon as their visitor had left them, '' that 
you gave all your money for that ring?" 

Cecilia looked annoyed at the question, and 
did not vouchsafe a reply. Bosey turned 
eagerly to Peter : " But you, — ^you have 
plenty of money." 

'^ And I mean to keep it," said he, slapping 
his pocket. 

'' When the poor orphans want it so mudi^ 
so very much — " 

'* What are the black niggers to me !" cried 
Peter; ** they may all steal or starve, for aught 
I care!" 

Bosey flushed, her eye kindled, and words 
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were on her lips assuredly more tme than 
polite, when she was happfly prevented from 
uttering them by Mrs. Ellerslie's retom. 

The lady listened with interest to Lily's 
acoonnt of the visit of her firiend, and to what 
Eddy and Bosey, who both spoke together, had 
to tell her of the poor little orphans. 

" I will place a poor-box on that table," 
said Mrs. EUerslie, as soon as her children 
had oonduded their acoomitw " Any one who 
wishes to assist the Orphan Sdiool at Benares 
can drop into it a little contribution. To- 
morrow, as you know, is Sunday; we will 
open the box on our return from church. We 
may not be able to do much, but a little given 
with a willing mind, may be as acceptable as 
the treasures of the rich ; for our offerings are 
not valued by their weight, but by the motives 
whidi induce us to bestow them.'' 



CHAPTER Vra. 

THB TWO PUBSES. 



Geobge felt much disinclined that evening to 
tell his accustomed story, in the presence of his 
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cousins. But Peter had become very noisy, 
spinning three or four half-crowns at onoe on 
the table, laughing and whistling as he did so; 
and Mrs. Ellerslie, who was watching beside 
her husband in the next room, was obliged to 
come in and beg him to be quiet, aa the sound 
was annoying the invalid. George, therefore, 
to insure her wish being complied with, yielded 
to the entreaties of Bosey and began his Eastern 
story, though embarrassed by the presence of 
Cecilia, who lounged in her arm-chair with 
her eyes closed, he knew not whether listening 
or napping : — 

THE TWO PUBSES. 

" Two friends, named Experience and Theory, 
were taking their evening walk by the sea-side, 
and as they pursued their way they conversed 
together, as was their wont, on subjects con- 
nected with human affairs. 

Theory was a sharp and airy-looking indi- 
vidual, who constantly walked on tiptoe, with 
his chin in the air and his gaze on the douds, 
his long garments making a great rustling 
wherever he moved. Experience was shorter 
•and stouter, and wore a venerable beard, and 
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had altogether the air of a highly respectable 
old gentleman, as gentlemen go in Arabia.'' 

'' I have not a notion what Theory means,'' 
said Eddy. 

*' It is the opposite to Practice/' observed 

Lay. 

*' Hum !" said Eddy, feeling little enli^t- 

ened, but hoping to make out something by- 

and-by. 

" ' Say what you will,' cried Theory, in reply 
to an observation from his companion, 'you 
wiU never persuade me that anything but 
money is needed to make a man prosperous 
and happy!' 

" ' I have not found it so,' quoth Experi- 
ence. 

*' ' Look now at yon half-starved fisherman, 
mending his nets,' said Theory; *do you believe 
that a good heavy pmise of gold would not be 
welcome to a poor feUow like that ?' 

" * Welcome it doubtless would be, but it is 
by no means a necessary consequence that it 
would make him either prosperous or happy.' 

" * Let's try the experiment,' said Theory, 
who had always countless treasures at liis 
command. So they approached the poor son 
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of toil, a shrivelled, sickly-looking man, ^irfaose 
fiEMse, burnt almost black by the sun, bore marks 
of want and care. Theory asked him horw he 
fared, and what success he had found in life. 

** * Poor success indeed !' replied the fisher- 
man, whose name we will call Abdalla. 'J 
find it hard to earn sufiicient bread to support 
myself and my family; and often I wonder, as 
I sit here mending my old net, why, when so 
many are rich and rolling in wealth, I should 
be doomed to so wretched a lot ! ' 

" ' Will this make thee happy?' said Theory, 
placing in the hand of Abdalla a purse con- 
taining a hundred pieces of gold. 

" Abdalla sprang &om the ground with a 
ciy of joy, his face all beaming with delight^ 
and invoked a thousand blessings upon the 
head of his generous benefactor. Theory 
turned towards Experience with a self-^satisfied 
smile, and leaving the poor man to enjoy his 
good fortune, the two went on their way to- 
gether. 

" After many days had elapsed, quoth Theory 
to Experience, ' Let us now seek out the fisher- 
man, Abdalla, and thine eyes shall convince 
thee that the wealth which I lavishly poured 
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into his bosom hath made him prosperoos and 

lappy,' 

" Again they bent their steps towards the 

sea-side, and iheie tiiej once more beheld 

Abdalla mending his broken net, his dieek 

more hazard, his dress more wretched, his 

comitemuiGe more sad than before. 

" ' How is this, Abdalla ? ' exclaimed 
Theory. ' What makes thee iq>pear poorer than 
at the first ? What has become of the bimdred 
pieces of gold with whi(i I rejoiced thy 
heart?' 

"'O thou of the bounteous hand!' cried 
Abdalla, 'listen with compassion to the sor- 
rowful tale of the misfortunes of thy servant. 
Overcome with joy when I received thy gil^ 
my mind was busy wjtJi a thousand prctjects 
how to lay out my wealth. I wrapped up 
the purse in my turban, and as I hastened 
towards my poor dwelling, many a s(^eme of 
enjoyment passed through the mind of Uiy 
slave. "Now shall my wife," thought I, "be 
decked out, with jewels and garments of bro- 
cade; now shall I deny myself nothing that eye 
can covet or heart can desire 1" Suddenly a 

huge bird, called Extravagance, came swooping 
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down from above, and scarce had I heard the 
rustiing of his wings, when, fastening his talona 
on my turban, he flew away with it, purse, 
gold and aU I'" 

" I don't believe that there ever was such 
a bird !" exclaimed Peter, strildng his fist on 
the table; " at least I never heard of such a 
one before. It must have been a great deal 
bigger than an eagle, and it is not in the least 
likely that it would cany off a man's turbaa 
from his head V* 

" Oh ! you don't understand George's story 
a bit I" exclaimed Rosey, laughing; " don't you 
know that it s an alligator ?" 

'' An alligator !" cried the astonished Peter, 
a good deal more confused than before. 

" It does not mean a real' bird, like an eagle 
or an owl, but it means buying what we 
don't need, — wrings, brooches, and those sort of 
things!" 

" Rosey ! " cried Lily reprovingly, yet unable 
to repress a smile. It is to be hoped that 
Cecilia was asleep ; she certainly kept her eye- 
lids tast dosed. Had George heard the con- 
versation of the morning, it is probable that 
politeness to his guest would have prevented 



THE TWO FUB8S8. 81 

him £rom telling this story, for he was above 
the meanness of satirically hitting at those 
whom he could not frankly reprova As it 
waa, he could only guess why Eddy looked so 
merry; and why Peter, glancing towards his 
sister, rudely laughed aloud. Afraid that» 
without intending it, he might have said 
something to give pain, George put an end to 
the conversation by bastening on with his 
story. 

'' Experience glanced triumphantly at 
Theory; but the latter was not to be easily 
daunted. 

'' ' That a man may lose his money by Ex- 
travagance,' said he, 'proves nothing against 
what I affirmed. I am stiU convinced, and 
wiU always be convinced, that nothing but 
money is needed to make a man prosperous 
and happy. Here, take this, my friend,' he 
cried, flinging to AbdaUa another purse jSlled 
with a hundred pieces of gold ; and, without 
waiting to hear the loud thanks of the de- 
lighted fisherman, he turned from the spot 
with his friend." 

" I daresay that the fellow wiU take better 
care of his purse this time," cried Peter. " I'd 
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have put it all carefully by : Extravaganoe 
should not get a smgle piece of my money." 

''After many days had passed," pursued 
George, "again quoth Theoiy to Experience^ 
' Let us bend our steps to the fisherman, Ab- 
dalla^ and behold the prosperity and happiness 
which my wealth doubtless hath brought him/ 

" Again, spreading out his net to dry, they 
found the object of Theory's bounty. There, 
more sad and sickly than ever, his dress moro 
time-stained and worn, appeared the unhappy 
fisherman, to whom wealth had been given in 
vain I 

** ' I marvel to find thee thus, O AbdaUa !' 
cried Theory. ' Where is the purse with the 
golden pieces, which was to be to thee the com- 
mencement of fortime V 

" Then the miserable Abdalla beat his breast, 
and threw dust on his head. ' Oh ! most 
generous lord !' he exclaimed, 'how shall thy 
servant find credit, when he tells thee of the 
evils that have befisdlen him ! Full of joy, I 
hastened back to my home laden with the 
gift of thy boimty. I determined to hoard it 
up carefully, and not even confide to my own 
wife the secret of the gold that I possessed 
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I found my dweUing empty on my arrival, 
and gazed around to dkcover some safe hiding- 
place in which to conceal my treasure. No> 
thing met my view so suitable for the purpose 
as the sack which contained the grain on 
which our poverty is fed. We had but httely 
refilled it with com, and deep in the bottom 
of this sack, where no eye would ever think of 
looking for gold, I hid the money which thou 
gavest me/ " 

"That was his great big purse," cried 
Bosey, "in which he was hoarding up his 
money/^ 

Hush/' said lily, " and let Qeorge go on.** 
' I then/ pursued Abdalla, ' left my dwell- 
ing with a veiy joyful heart, determined to 
consult an old usurer whom I knew, as to the 
way in which I could best increase my money 
instead of spending it. The usurer was absent 
from his home, so, leaving a message that I 
would return the next day, I slowly went 
back to my own dwelling. As I approached 
my hut, I was met by my wife, with a smile 
on her face. 

" ' Abdalla, quoth she, thou hast been de- 
siring money to purchase a new net for thy 
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fishing, since the old one is nearly worn out. 
I have made a good bargain for thee in thy 
absence, and, behold ! here is sufficient silver, 
and to spare ! A muleteer was passing our 
home, and paused at our door to ask where he 
could buy a supply of grain. Thou dost re- 
collect that our sack was almost full 

** ' Half distracted by sudden fear, I grasped 
my wife by the arm. Woman ! I exclaimed, 
in a loud tone of voice, thou didst not sell 
to the stranger ? 

" ' I sold the com to advantage, receiving 
half as much again as we gave for it, said she, 
looking with surprise at my countenance of 
terror. 

" ' Only a few handfals, — say only a few 
handfals ! I gasped forth. 

" ' I sold it, sack and all, replied my wife.' 

'* What a sell for him !" laughed Peter. 

" I do not quite understand the allegory," 
said Eddy, " nor what the hoarding up of the 
money had to do with losing it." 

" I suppose that it means," observed Lily, 
" that those who hoard never enjoy money at 
all: they might as well have a purse full of 
pebblea" 
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**And if they do loae it at last^" cried 
Booey, '*oh! are they not dreadfully vexedl" 

" Did Theory, who seems to have had no 
end of money, tmst Abdalla with a third 
purse of gold V asked Peter. 

"No, he turned disappointed away/' replied 
GeoTga ''Then Experience approached the 
miserable man, wi£h a &ce of kindly encour- 
agement, and placing in his hand a small iron 
hook, on which the word ' Industry' was en- 
graved, ' Take this,' he said with a smile; 'it is 
better than purses of gold for which thou 
never hast toiled. Use it, and see if it be 
not the means, through patience, of bringing 
thee prosperity at last' " 

" What a wretched little gi£k 1" cried Peter. 
" Had I been Abdalla^ I'd have chucked it into 
the sea V 

"Wait a little, — ^wait a little," exclaimed 
Bosey ; " I'm sure that George will make it do 
wonderful things ! Abdalla wiU be catching 
such a famous fish I" 

"Tour fish and your birds pass my under- 
standing," cried Peter, throwing himself back 
in his chair with a yawn; "and as for your alli- 
gators — " 
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"Allegories, allegories I'' exclaimed Eddy, 
bursting into a merry fit of laughter. 

Here they were interrupted by the entrance 
of the servant with tea. Mrs. Ellerslie came 
to do the honours of the table; Bosey was 
permitted, as a treat, to join the circle, and to 
remain up an hour later than usual. There 
was therefore time, after the meal was con- 
cluded, for Qeorge to finish his stoiy. 



CHAPTER EL 

THE TWO FT7BSES — CONCLUDED. 

« ' I SEE,' said Abdalla, after the two friends 
had left him, ' that I must rely upon my own 
efforts for support. I will try this new hook 
which Experience has' given me, and see what 
Industry will bring to shore.' So he baited 
his hook, threw it into the waters, and soon 
drew up a fine fish." 

" I knew he would I I knew he would !" cried 
Bosey, clapping her handa 

'' Th^ taking his net on his should^, and 
his fish in his hand, Abdalla returned to his 
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wife, whom he had regarded with coldness 
ever since she had sold his sack of grain. His 
mind was now in a better mood Dismissing 
vain hopes of wealth, he was more disposed to 
be thankfiil for what he yet could enjoy. 

'' ' Take this fish, and dress it,' he said 
kindly to his wife; 'thou and I shall eat it 
together, and we will not envy the rich and 
great, upon whom Fortune has looked more 
kindly.' 

" The poor woman took the fish fix>m Ab- 
dalla, her eyes smiling through tears; for sad 
to her had been the loss of the gold of which 
the fisherman had informed her, but sadder 
still the loss of her husband's love, which she 
had so unwittingly forfeited. 

"She had not been absent five minutes, 
when she ran back breathless to Abdalla. 

'' * See here, what I have found in this 
fish r she exclaimed, displaying a sparkling 
jewelled ring, on which was engraved, in the 
smallest letters, the single word Success! 

" Abdalla looked with wonder on the prize. 
'It has a marvellous sparkle !' cried he. 'I 
wonder whether it bears value in the market, 
and will help us to eke out our living.' 
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" ' Take it thither to-morrow,' said his wife, 
' and in the meantime I will go and dress our 
fish/ 

" Abdalla proceeded to the town the next 
day, bearing the jewel in his bosom. As he 
passed onwards through the long bazaar, 
where the sellers sat cross-legged behind the 
wares which they exposed to the gaze of 
travellers, the fisherman happened to hear two 
men holding discourse together. The one was 
telling the other how a mighty prince, who 
lived in a palace by a river which poured its 
waters into the sea, had been bathing one day 
in the stream, when he dropped &om his fin- 
ger a sparkling ring, which fell into the 
water; and though many divers had been em- 
ployed to search for it there, the gem had 
never been recovered. 

''Abdalla listened, Abdalla reflected, he 
turned the whole matter over in his mind. 
The more he thought, the more he felt assured 
that the ring which the fish had swallowed 
must have been that which the prince had 
dropt. Determined to make no unlawful use 
of Success, so strangely obtained, the honest 
fisherman inquired the way to the palace, and 
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proceeded thither, without delaj, to restore 
the jewel to its owner. 

'' At first his poor and wretched appearance 
caused him to be denied admittance by the 
slaves i^ho guarded the entrance. Bat the 
bright ring served as a passport Abdalla 
moved wondering through an arched gate- 
way into a court paved with marble, where 
silver fountains, surrounded with flowers, 
threw up scented waters ; and there, reclining 
on softest cushions, he found the mighty 
prince/' 

** Was not the great man glad to see his 
jewel again ? " cried Bosey. 

" Not only glad, but grateful too," replied 
Cleorge. " ' O thou who by Industry hast 
won Success, and yet deemest even Success 
less precious than Virtue, thou shalt not miss 
thy reward ! ' — such was the address of the 
generous prince to the joyful Abdalla. ' Thou 
earnest poor, thou shalt go out rich ; thou 
camest in rags, thou shalt go in fair raiment ; 
thou shalt ever have cause to bless the day 
on which thou didst restore the glittering 
nngi 

" A nice end to the story ! " cried Bosey. 



ooming sc 
fhmi the 
we yon in 

"Sister 
' I Bee tiie ' 



•nd the d< 



I 



"■Comi I 

below. I 

"Bnt I 

louder: '! I 
from the t 

the diBtam j 

•"leee 
and now 1 

are knight ' 

their nhini ' 
nearer and 

Finnnees ' 

will aoOTi I I 

"*I an I 

aaved I' " | 

" Oh 1 I 
SoBey. 

" Tee, tl I 

f 



90 THB TWO PUBSES. 

''W&ii a little; it is not quite finished,'' 
said Geofge. 

" Experience and Theory were walking to- 
gether one evening; when they approached a 
aghUy dwelling, snrronnded by high trees, 
fiom which came the sound of singing and the 

*' ' Surely/ said Theory, ' happiness dwellshera 
The possessor of this place has coffers well filled; 
he is prosperous, and therefore he is happy/ 

" ' But whom see we approaching us fi'om 
the door ? ' cried Experience, shading his eyes 
with his hand. ' Surely the sun must have 
dazzled my sight ; or can it be tha1> yonder 
man in &ir raiment, with health on his face 
and joy in his glance, is indeed our old J&iend, 
the fisherman AbdaUa, who lost the two purses 
of gold ! ' 

" at is he,— the happiest and most grate- 
ful of mortals ! ' exclaimed AbdaUa, who had 
overheard the last words, and who now fell 
at the feet of his benefactor. * Look at that 
house, behold these fair lands, yon fishing- 
sloop riding at anchor, — all these I owe to 
the hook of Industry which thou didst place 
in the hand of thy servant 1 ' 
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" Experience and Theory looked wondering 
around. They seated themselves on a large 
stone, where a palm-tree waved its feathery 
branches above them, and there they listened 
as Abdalla related the story of the ring of 
Success. 

''•What sayest thou to this, O Theory?' 
cried Experience, turning with a smile to his 
fiiend. 

"Theory looked gravely on the ground. 
' There may be something in Industry/ he re- 
plied; 'but I own that I cannot give full 
credit to the story of the fisherman Abdalla. 
He has made secret use of the two purses of 
gold, which he declared to us that he had lost. 
It is from those that he has gained yon goodly 
house, that sloop which we see floating on the 
waters, and evil is the heart which would rob 
a benefactor of the gratitude due for his gifts !' 
"'O Theory!' exclaimed Abdalla, 'call 
me not, I pray thee, xmgrateful ! I thank 
thee from my soul for thy bounty, though its 
fruits I have never enjoyed. The words that 
I have spoken are true; all my prosperity has 
been due to Industry, which brought me the 
ring of Success.' 
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" * I will aa soon believe it/ cried Theory, 
impatiently, ' as that thy little son, who no^w 
comes bounding towards us, can dimb that 
tall tree and bring down to us the bird's nest 
which we see yonder amid the branches ! * 

" * What sayest thou, my son ? * quoth Ab- 
dalla, pointing to the distant object; 'canst 
thou briDg down that bird's nest from the 
tree?' 

"The child smiled at the words of his 
father. He ran to the place without fear. 
Quick in his movements as a monkey, which 
flings itself from bough to bough, he rapidly 
ascended the tree till he was half hid in its 
leafy screen. Before many minutes had 
elapsed the youthful climber descended, bear- 
ing down with him an enormous nest, whose 
weight he could scarcely support ! 

'' The fisherman and his friends went hastily 
to the spoi ' How is this ! ' exclaimed Theory, 
with surprise, stepping forward to examine 
the plundered spoil of the bird. 'This is 
neither wool, nor twig, nor feather ! * and, to 
the aatonishment of aU, he drew from the bot- 
tom of the nest — ^" 

** The purse ! the purse 1 " cried Rosey. 
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** Tes^ the purse wrapped up in the turbuiy 
which ihe great bird had carried away I 

" ' Now art thou oonvineedy' quoth Experi- 
ence to Theory, ' that the figherman's story is 
true ? It wafl not on thy gift of gold Uiat 
Abdalla hath built his fortune.' 

"'Not on the first, but on the second 
purse/ said Theory, who was unwilling to 
yield up his opinion. 

" The three now, accompanied by the boy, 
proceeded towards the house, but had not gone 
many paces when a servant of Abdalla's^ he 
who had charge of his mules, came running 
towards them in haste. 

" ' Master ! master ! ' he exclaimed, as soon 
as he had breath* to speak, ' behold a wondrous 
marrel ! Fortune comes to thee with gifts in 
both hands, and scatters her &yours in 
showerel Ab I was emptying gnun from a 
sack which we lately purchased from a stran- 
ger, lo and behold! there tumbled forth 
with the com this purse all heavy with 
gold!' 

" Abdalla raised both his hands in amaze- 
ment, while his little son shouted for joy. 
Experience and Theory looked at each other. 
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and then the latter held out his hand to his 
friend. 

" ' I am convinced at last ! ' exclaimed 
Theory. ' O Abdalla ! I wish thee joy of 
thy fortune. Industry did bring thee Success, 
and now thou hast gold in abundance to pur- 
chase whatever thy heart can covet/ 

" * It shall purchase for me/ replied the 
fisherman, 'the best and sweetest pleasure 
which prosperity ever can bring. These purses, 
so strangely restored to me, I look upon as 
the right of the poor. Gold reserved for self- 
ish purposes would never be a blessing to the 
owner. The widow, the orphan, and the aged, 
shall rejoice in the prosperity of AbdaUa ! ' 

" Experience pressed the fisherman's hand, 
for Experience had proved the wisdom of his 
words. * Thou knowest the way, Abdalla!' 
he cried, ' to make good use of thy fortune. 
Industry may bestow success, and patience 
lead to prosperity, but it is only he who shares 
with others the wealth that he has won who 
has discovered the secret how to be not only 
prosperous, but happy !' 
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CHAPTEBX 

DEBT AKB DUTY. 

It was early on Sunday m<»mng that lily 
stood alone in the drawing-room, befoie tho 
table on whidi the poor-box had been placed, 
looking at it with an air of iirenolntion. 

Lily was of a rather g e nerons disposition, 
while she was not disposed to be extravagant; 
a very small portion of her pocket-money was 
ever expended on heraelf But Lily's great 
luxury was that of giving presents to those 
whom she loved ; she cared less for relieving 
the poor, or aiding some great work of charity 
in which she felt her mite like a drop cast 
into the ocean, than she did for winning a 
smile from her mother's lipsi, or cordial words 
of thanks from her brother'^ lily was gener- 
ous, but not on principle ; there was no self- 
denial in her giving. 

But the account of the orphan school at 
Benares, — ^that green spot in a wide-spreading 
desert of superstition and idolatry, — that 
Christian home for the homeless, — ^had stirred 
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up Lily's feelings of compassion. She was 
doubting whether «he should not make up her 
mind to sacrifioe to the cause of the orphans 
in India a cherished little project of her own. 
This was, to present to George, on his approach- 
ing birthday, a copy of Goldsmith's poems, 
bound in crimson and gold, which had par- 
ticularly taken her taaicj. The price of the 
volume was half-a-crown, and this sum con- 
stituted the whole amount of the money at 
that time in Lily's possession. Thus it was 
that she stood irresolute, her silver coin grasped 
in her hand, now thinking of the helpless 
heathen orphans, now of the pleasure which 
her brother might enjoy. 

** I wish that I knew what George himself 
would think best," said Lily to herself half 
aloud. 

" Geoige is here to be consulted," cried a 
cheerful voice behind her, as her brother 
entered the room. 

Lily coloured and laughed. " I did not 
intend you to hear me," she said, "but as you 
have happened to do so, I may just as well 
tell you all." So simply she explained her 
difficulty, her contending wishes, her little 
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project, only not mentioning for whom the 
gift was intended, though Qeoige oonld not 
help penetrating her secret. 

'' Half-a-crown is so little to give to an 
institution/' she said in oondnsion ; " it seems 
to make no difference at all in a collection, 
and I have fixed my heart on giving the book." 

" Half-a-crown in India^ I belieye,'' replied 
George, "would feed a femishing child for a 
fortnight/' 

"And yet," said Lily, "it is difficult to 
take much pleasure in doing good, when its 
object is quite out of sight. If I drop this 
money into the poor-box, it will be sent away 
to-morrow,— I shaU never know anything 
more about it, — ^it will seem qxdte lost, as fiur 
as we are concerned." 

George drew in a chair, and made his sister 
sit down beside him. " I have my own fashion 
of explaining my ideas," said he ;" I am but 
a poor hand at argument, but I will give you 
a little parable. Three youths on the coast 
of Ceylon, where pearl fisheries aboimd, had 
each become the possessor of a small basket of 
the oysters, to obtain which their £a.thers had 
dived to the bottom of the sea. 
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" * What wilt thou do with thine oysters V 
said a stranger^ who was psussing by, to one 
of the youths. 

" * I will enjoy them at my noontide meal,' 
was the reply. 

" * And thou ¥ he inquired of the second. 

" * I will give them to the brother whom I 
loye, and we shall feast on them together/ 

" ' And thou ? said he, turning to the third. 

" ' I will bury them deep in yonder piti ' 

" * What ! bury them and never enjoy them ! 
Bury them and see them no more! Didst 
thou win them only to lose them V 

" ' They are not lost,' replied the youth with 
a smile; ' I am but changing the enjoyment of 
aa hour for that which is far more enduring. 
Those buried shells will each in time contain 
a pearl worth much more than its weight in 
gold ; these are my offerings to my king, and 
they will adorn the royal crown long after I 
am laid iu my tomb.' " 

" I see which way your opinion leans,'* said 
Idly, smiling, and pressing the hand of her 
brother. 

"To help the good cause, even in the 
smallest way, I believe to be one of our best 
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privileges, and it should be one of our sweetest 
pleasures," observed George. 

'' Eddy was talking to me about the poor* 
box last night. He is so much vexed that he 
can give nothing.'' 

"What! is his purse empty?'' inquired 
George. 

^ Worse than empty, I fear,*' replied his sister. 
He is not in debt, I hope ! He was well 
supplied with po<^et-money when he went to 
school It was intended to last him the 
whole half-year, and Eddy was not a month 
absent from home." 

"I am afraid that he is an extravagant 
little fellow," said Lily ; " and it is a great 
pity that he is not more careful, for poor 
TnamTnu. cannot afford to supply him with 
money as fast as he chooses to spend it. I 
spoke sharply to him about it last night.*' 

" Not sharply, — ^never speak sharply," said 
George. " If you would enter the door of a 
hearty and it is only getting within it that 
you can hope to have influence for good, you 
must steal in very gently indeed, without 
waking up the surly dog Anger that sleeps at 
the entrance." 
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*' Ah, George I I wonder when I shall learn 
to speak kindly . I am always waking up the 
dog, and then I have no chance of getting 
into the heart/' 

"I will go and have a talk with Eddy 
myself" said George, " perhaps he will confide 
his difficulties to me '" and so saying he 
ascended the stairs quietly to a very small 
room at the top of the house, and first tapping 
at the door, entered where Eddy was just 
finiflhing his toilette. 

" Good morning, my man ! What I stand- 
ing on both feet I is not that against orders T* 

** Oh, no ! mamma looked at my ankle last 
night, and it is so much better that she allows 
me to use it a little to-day, and thinks that 
on Wednesday next I shall be able to go back 
to school. Heigh-ho! IVe half a mind to 
hop upon that ankle for an hour, I do so hate 
returning to that place !'' 

" Have you anything in particular to com- 
plain off said George, gravely, taking a seat 
by his brother. '' I was at your school for 
six years myself, and I thought it a very good 



one.'' 



"Oh, I daresay! for you who were so 
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steady, and never got into scrapea But you 
see,^ oontinned Eddy, more aIowly» looking on 
the ground, and sending up the carpet with 
his heel, ** Tm in such an uncomfortable fix 
with one of my sdiool-fellows thera** 

''Have you quarrelled f' ioquired Oeorga 
'* I am sure that you are not one, Eddy, to 
keep up had feeUng with a oompanioUy or to 
owe any one a grudge/' 

** Oh, I have no bad feeling at all !'' said 
Edcty, dolefully ; " and as for owing a grudge, 
it is something quite different that I owe. 
Yon know, George, when one is in debt to a 
chap, and he's always reminding one of it^ 
one hardly likes to look him in the fiuse.'' 

''My dear fellow, how came you to be in debt? 
Yon went to school a regular little Croesua'' 

" I suppose,'' replied Eddy, half laughing, 
" that same bird of yours flew away with my 
money! And then I broke a tumbler, and 
three panes of glass, and was made to pay 
lor them, — was it not a shame I and that 
deared out my pocket entirely." 

" But still you were not in debt?" 

" But when the apple woman came round, 
I could not help wanting a few, you see ; and 
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I lost my knife, and needed a new one. PhiL 
Beatson had plenty of money, I saw no greab 
harm in bonowing a little." 

" It was a had beginning/' observed George. 

** Then the poor glazier broke his leg, and 
there waa a sabscription for him. I conld not 
help giving something, you know.'' 

** I think that you could have helped it^ 
when you had nothing of your own to give- 
There is no generosily in bestowing alms when 
we take it out of the pocket of another/' 
The kindly look which accompanied these 
words took from them all appearance of harsh- 



" But when the other boys were subscrib- 
ing,^ said Eddy, ''it would have looked so 
odd, so mean, to have given nothing at all!" 

''My dear fellow, our standard of right 
must be not what a thing looks, but what it 
really is," said George. " You know that oiur 
parents' means are not large ; that they wish 
and esipect us to be prudent : i^ after they 
have given us all that they can afford, we 
bring them debts to discharge in addition, we 
are taking unfiuradvantage of their affection, we 
have been spending what is not truly our own." 



Poor Eddy looked mortified and diBt reme d, 
" Itfamma spoke to me so much about neyer 
getting into debt/' said he, ** and I had made 
such good resolutions! But Tm going to 
give up resolutions altogether," he added, 
Utterly, *' for I find that I am always break- 
ing them." 

" Your intentions are better than your per* 
formance,"' remarked George ; " let us try to 
think why this should be the case.^ 

" Ah I Con8ider^v}eU, you were going to 
say/' 

*' No, dear Eddy, I am dropping all allegory 
now. This is a serious day, ours is a serious 
subject, and I am in most serious earnest 
Your welfiEbre is very dear to me, and I am 
sure that you will speak frankly to me, Eddy, 
as to your brother and your friend. Bemem* 
ber that I have passed through all your petty 
trials, have known all the temptations which 
you meet? 

" O Greorge I you are so different from 
me. You have always been so steady and so 
good!" 

" I wish — ^no," cried George, quickly cor- 
recting himself, ''I should be ashamed that 
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you or any one should know how often I 
have broken good resolutions; how weak, 
how helpless^ how wicked I feel that I am in 
myself!" 

" Then how is it that you seem always to 
do right?" 

" I ask for strength to help me in the 
struggle; I bring my difficulties and trials 
before One who has both power and will to 
help me. Eddy/' continued George, laying 
his hand on his brother's shoulder, '^ teU me» 
do you regularly pray?" 

The boy coloured up to his temples. " I 
always did so at home, and — ^and — ^I deter- 
mined to do so at school ; but none of the 
boys in my room said their prayers, and I 
felt it so awkward to kneel down by my- 
self" 

"You were afraid of being laughed at," 
said George. 

" Why, — ^yes," replied the reluctant Eddy. 

** What a temptation that is to both old 
and young ! how well I know the feeling !'* 
said George. " The fea/r of mam, hrvngefh a 
ervoLTe. So you gave up your prayers, Eddy, 
lest a few boys should jest at you as a saint" 
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'* I thought that I could jtist as well say 
my piayeis in bed, and then no one would 
know what I was doing.^ 

" Hiding your colouts, Eddy I If you ever 
serve the Queen, as you hope one day to do, 
you would hardly thus ahow yourself ashamed 
to acknowledge her servica But did yon 
say your prayers regularly in bed T* 

''Before I got to the end of them that 
fiist night,'' repUed Eddy, " I believe that I 
fell £ist asleep. I am afinaid that this hap- 
pened pretty often, and sometimes I foigot 
them altogether/' 

'' Ah, Eddy ! and you wonder that you do 
not keep your resolutions, when you have 
broken the very foremost of them all. Prayer 
is our outmost bulwark ; it is there that we 
must make our first stand. We can as well 
expect to have strength to fight without food, 
or power to beat back a foe without weapons^ 
as to be able to conquer the evil around us 
and within, neglecting humble, constant, heart- 
felt prayer." 

Eddy heaved a heavy sigh. 

" Cheer up, my boy," said his brother, more 
encouragingly; " my own purse will enable me 
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to put an end to one of your troubles^ — jou 
shall not be in debt, you shall not be a&aid 
to look any school-fellow in the face ; and 
here's something to carry you on besides^ 
without burdening our dear kind parents/' 

"O Geoige !" exclaimed Eddy, tears gush- 
ing to his eyes ; — but George would not listen 
to thank& 

" And now,'' said the elder brother, " shall 
we begin at once to put our good resolutions 
into practice ? Let us kneel together and ask 
for pardon for all past errors, and strength to 
do better in future; and pray Qod, for the 
sake of his Son, to make us his Mthful soldiers 
and servants." 

So, in that little attic room, the two knelt 
down side by side. And often in the hour of 
temptation, even when Eddy was a child no 
more, his resolutions were strengthened, his 
conscience awakened, by the remembrance of 
his brother's prayer I 

The poor-box was opened after morning 
service, and its scanty contents poured outw 
Cecilia looked on in unconcern. Peter 
chuckled inwardly at the thought of how 
Qsuuly he could have trebled the contributiona 
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of all his charitable cousina^ and how small 
had been the effect of Qeoige's stoiy of the 
munificent Abdalla. 

Except a small donation from Mia Elleralie, 
there appeared nothing but a single half-crown 
and one bright little fonrpenny pieca 

Gleoige, then, had given no money, — ^he had 
made no offering to charity ! Was it that he 
cared little for the orphan, or felt indifferent 
to the conversion of the heathen ? No, fiur 
frt>m it; the cause was near to his heart But 
George had balanced his duties, and had given 
the first attention to that which r^arded his 
home. Though he had placed no gift in the 
poor-box, and knew that his sisters silently 
wondered, and that his cousin perhaps thought 
him mean, the conscience of George was at 
rest In freeing his brother from debt, in 
helping him in his first steps on a right path, 
and strengthening his own influence with the 
boy by winning his confidence and affection, 
George had made his own qidet offering, — ^he 
had peiformed his humble act of self-denial, 
laid out his money to advantage, and buried 
the shells that would cradle the pearls ! 
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Afteb break£Bust cm Monday, Mia Ellerslie 
propoeed that the party of young people should 
▼iat the Zoological Qardens, as soon as George's 
morning stndies were oonduded. Kosey's 
&ee bri^tened at the idea, but Lily consider- 
ately suggested, that as Eddy's ankle was stiU 
weak, it would not be desirable to give him 
the &tigue of a long walk, and that the party 
would not like to go without him. 

'' As to that, you may answer for yourself" 
said Peter, bluntly; "I don't see why all of 
us should be kept moping here in the house 
for one !" 

''Pray don't stay because of me!" cried 
Eddy; '' I diould be sony to spoil any one's 
pleasure.'' 

"You shall ndther lEqpoil the pleasure of 
oth«ra» my boy, nor lose your own," said Mrs. 
Ellerslie^ kindly; ''we will engage a bath- 
diair by the hour, and yon shall enjoy yourself 
without any htigae." 
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Eddy thanked his mother with grateful joy. 
As she oordd but seldom afford such indulg- 
ences to her diildren^ her kindness was 
doubly appreciated, and Eddy made a stronger 
resolution tiian ever that he would never abuse 
it by running into debt. 

A merry party was that which rambled 
that day through the gardens^ notwithstand- 
ing a little chill thrown by the presence of 
Cecilia., who was a difficult person to amuse 
in a simple, rational way. She cared less for 
seeing than for being seen; and as even her 
pink bonnet and lace mantilla attracted less 
notice than the porcupine's quill armour, or 
the shaggy coat of tiie bear, she felt small 
gratification in amusements whidi offered no 
food to her vanity, nor were in any way con- 
nected with the exaltation of self. 

Eddy was particularly happy, roUing along 
in his chair, "quite in state/' as Rosey ob- 
served, " with her for his little out-rider." His 
pleasure was to look at the tiger and lion, the 
larger and fiercer animals; and he was glad to 
hear something of their nature and habits from 
the elder brother who walked at his side. 
. But Bosey's delight was the monkeya She 
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itood lai^faing And dapping her hands^ as she 
watdied their cnmicml gainhoI% and infected 
even Peter with her mirtL 

** Oh I I wish that I had nnts to give 
them !" she cried; and I ahnost fear that a 
thooght of regret croflsed her mind for her 
fompenny piece. 

<< Well, it would he rare fan to feed them,'' 
said Peter; ** I don't mind giving a sixpence 
for that;" and his hand diyed down into his 
pocket* 

** Thank you ! thank yon !" cried the child 
in delight ** Oh ! how they will race for the 
nuts !" — hot her ezpresdon changed, as» look- 
ing up into Peter's fiioe, she saw his look of 
sadden dismay. 

<«Is anything the matter?" exclaimed 

Bosey. 

Peter, without answering, plunged his hand 
into his other pocket, then fumhled with those 
in his waistcoat, then searched and searched 
again the first which he had explored, his face 
becoming every moment more agitated and 

pale. 

«* You've not lost your purse I" asked Lily. 

Peter passionately stamped on the ground. 



f 
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""l^ goner he cried, grinding his teeth; 
''all the money that I have saved up for 
months, all gone ! Some villain of a pick- 






Let's speak to a policeman,'' said George. 
The policeman vras spoken to, the gate- 
keeper questioned, ihe gardens searched firom 
one end to another, in the fiiint hope that the 
purse might have been dropt. But evei3rthing 
viras done in vain. Peter was half wild with 
vexation, — his money, his cherished treasure 
all lost ! He had won with it no smiles, he 
had purchased no pleasure, he had not pre- 
served a single shilling by placing it in the 
safe bank of charity. He had not even the 
poor satisfaction of knowing that he had eaten 
kia pearl oysters ! 

*^ Poor Peter I his sack has been carried off, 
grain, purse, gold, and all I" whispered Bosey 
to Qeorge. ** That is what has come of his 
hoarding!" 

"Hush!" said her brother, gravely; "let 
us apply lessons and morals to ourselves, it is 
not our part to judge the conduct of others." 

Tired out with their fruitiess search, the i 

party at length returned home. Peter was, 
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ss might be expected, quite out of spiritB for 
the rest of the day, and the feunily circle was 
BO dull, even Bosey looking weary and grave» 
that Qeorge readily acceded to Eddy^s request 
to tell them a story, — but one story more, as 
he was so soon to return to his school George 
accordingly began, without preface or intro- 
ductioUy his very firee version of an old Ajabian 
tale 



CHAPTER XIL 

THE SPBAKIKO BIBD AND THB GOLDEN FOTTNTAIN. 

*'Th£ princes Hassan and All dwelt in a 
gorgeous palace, &r in the land of Sunrise. 
Closer even than the tie of blood were the 
bonds of friendship that united the brothers ; 
and the only being on earth for whom they 
felt an equal affection, was their fair and only 
sister, the beauteous Nourmahal If she 
formed a wish, her brothers rested not till they 
had gratified it ; they strove to discover her 
inclinations before she had time to express 
them. To please her, the garden of the palace 
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was filled with the choioeflt flower% and the 
shmbbeiy was musical with the soDgs of him* 
dreds of bulbuls !'' 

*' Bulls ! '' exdaimed the laughing Boeej ; 
" they do not sing, they bellow !'' 

** The bulbul, my little critic, is the Eastern 
name for the nightingale/' 

" O then go on, and tell us all about the 
beautiful garden.'' 

" What ! when that cruel interruption of 
yotlrs has checked the flow of my poetry, and 
extinguished every spark of fanqr! I was 
going to tell you of a splendid avenue, with 
fountains on each side, which fell into basins 
of sculptured marble; of walks paved with 
stones of various huesi, in delicate, elaborate 
patterns of — " 

" dh ! pray have done with your descrip- 
tion," cried Peter, '' and let us get on to the 
story. IVe had enough of gardens for to- 
day!" 

" One morning the &ir princess Nourmahal 
was walking in her scented shrubbery, when 
she suddenly paused and listened, for she 
thought that she heard a cry of distress. The 
next moment that cry was repeated ; and the 
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prinoees, whose heart waa tender^ clapped her 
hands to summon her attendants^ and bade 
them examine the spot &om whence the cry 
seemed to proceed 

"They soon returned, supporting amongst 
them the form of an aged woman. Her hair 
was dishevelled, her veil was rent, her gar- 
ments defiled with dust. She had fallen into 
the hands of robbers, who had taken from her 
all that she possessed, and she had had scarcely 
sufficient strength left to raise that wofiil 
ay which had summoned Mends to her assist- 
ance. 

" The princess Nourmahal was pitiful and 
kind. By her command the table was spread, 
the refreshing cup of cool sherbet presented to 
the Ups of the fednting woman. Gradually 
the sufferer revived; colour came to her cheek, 
and light to her eye, and when, by Nour- 
mahal's command, her soiled garments were 
replaced by new ones, few could have recog- 
nised the poor sufferer whom compassion had 
thus relieved. 

** When the strength of the woman had re- 
turned, it was the pleasure of Nourmahal to 
show her the palace and the gardens. She 
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expected to hear exclamations of astonishment^ 
and to behold looks of wonder; for eveiything 
costly and rare had been gathered together 
to adorn her dwelling. Bat much did the 
princess marvel to find that the stranger oonld 
gaze with little admiration, and no surprise, 
on rich mosaics and ivory carvings, floors in- 
laid with marble and gold, hangings of brocade 
and damask cushions, stately pillars and sculp- 
tured arches, — all the splendour of an Eastern 
palace, where Art had lavished her richest 
treasures ! 

'' ' Dost thou think lightly of all these 
goodly things?' said the mortified princess to 
the stranger. 'On what is thine eye accus- 
tomed to look, that thou so coldly regardest 
my palace?' 

"*0 princess!' replied the aged woman, 
* mine eye hath seen j&irer things than these ! 
Not all the music of thy bulbuls can equal the 
voice of the speaking bird; nor can the wealth 
of the world bear comparison with the foun- 
tain of golden water !' 

'' ' Where are this bird and this fountain f 
cried the princesa 

" * On the summit of the steep hill of Duty 
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sings the sweet bird Quiet Conscience. Beside 
it is the golden fountain, whose waters we call 
Content. A single drop of this water placed 
in a basin will swell and spread till it £01 it^ 
and then throw aloft rich showers of gold !' 

" * I will not rest/ exclaimed Nourmahal, 
' until I obtain them both ; I will not spare 
treasures to purchase them !' 

" ' Treasures cannot purchase them, O prin- 
cess, for they are beyond all price !' 

" ' How, then, can they be won V cried 
Nourmahai 

" ' Only by passing through difficulty and 
danger,' replied the aged woman. ' To who- 
ever can bravely ascend the hill on whose 
summit they' are placed, both the bird and 
the fountain are free ; but the path thither is 
fuU of peril' 

" * In what lies the peril ?' said the princess. 

" ' Mocking and terrible voices are heard 
by those who ascend the mountain. These 
voices, however, are harmless: they have no 
power to do hurt, unless they induce the lis- 
tener to turn round, or even to look behind 
him. The moment that he does so he is lost; 
he is transformed into a lifeless stone ! ' 
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" Silent the piinoess remained for a space; 
then raising her eyes, she inquired, ' How can 
we know the way to the hill of Duty of which 
thou speakest V 

" The stranger took three small halls firom 
her vest^ and deliyered them to the princess. 
'Throw one of these before thee/ she said, 
'and rolling onwards, it will direct thee to 
the foot of the steep and difficult hill. But 
let none attempt the ascent who has not a 
firm and courageous spirit ; it is no light task 
to win a Quiet Conscience or the priceless gold 
of Content!' 

*' The stranger departed laden with gifts ; 
the princess remained thoughtful and sad. 
'What are all the beauties of my palace,' 
thought she, ' what are all the splendours that 
surround me, without the voice of a Quiet 
Conscience or the precious blessing of Content ! ' 

" Her brothers remarked her pensive looks 
when they met together in the evening, and, 
by kind questioning and loving persuasion, 
drew forth from the princess the cause of her 
gloouL 

" * O Nourmahal ! light of our eyes I' 
cried Hafflan, ' let not sorrow be a guest in 



118 THE SPBAKIKa BIRD AND 

thy soul. I will adventure in search of the 
treasure, the speaking bird and the fountain 
of gold I' 

" ' And perish in the search,^ exclaimed the 
prinoesa ' Hassan ! thou shalt not peril 
thy safety for me.' 

" ' For myself, then/ replied the prince, 
smiling ; ' for after all that I have heard of 
their wondrous value, I never can rest happy 
upon earth without Content and a Quiet Con- 
scienca' 

" * But, oh!' exclaimed Nourmahal, * if thou 
never shouldst return ! if thou shouldst turn 
round on the perilous hill ! if we should wait 
month after month in vain expectation of him 
whom we should behold no more!' 

" ' Thou shalt not remain ignorant of my 
fate,' said Hassan, pladng before her a little 
metal mirror called Candour, whose surfsuse 
was dear and bright. ' As long as Candour 
remains without a stain, feel happy as regards 
my safety ; but if a shadow gather upon it, 
take it as an intimation that thy brother hath 
faUea' 

'* Then, receiving from his sister one of the 
little balls, and bidding a tender jEstfewell to 
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Ali and the princess Nounnahal, Hassan de- 
parted on his search for the speaking bird and 
the fountain of gold'' 

" Why did they not all go together," cried 
Bosey ; " take hands and walk up the hill ? 
Then, if one had -wanted to turn round, the 
others would have given him a pulL" 

'' Quite right, Bosey," replied her brother ; 
" that is the best way for a £Bkmily to dimb 
the steep hill of Duty 1" 

"Geoi^e is always pulling us up," said 
Eddy. '' I'd have nothing but tumbles with- 
out him." 

" You don't take yourself for prince Hassan, 
do you?" cried Peter, in his rough, blunt 
manner. 

" I shouldn't wonder if he were meant for 
one of us," answered Eddy. 

" Qeorge is always catehing us with his alli* 
gators," said Rosey ; — ^which observation over- 
turned the gravity of the whole party, in- 
cluding even the fine lady Cecilia. 

When silence was restored, the narrator 
proceeded. 

" Hassan threw the ball before him, as de- 
sired, and onward it boimded so fast that^ 
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though on horseback, he could scarcely keep 
up with it. For many hours he rode on, till 
the ball stopped at length at the foot of a 
long, steep hill ; whereupon Hassan dismounted,, 
and tied his steed to a trea" 

" I wonder what that ball was," said lily. 

Just what I was thinking l" added Bosey. 

I tell you what," cried Peter, " these alle- 
gories, or alligators, as Bosey will have it, are 
just as bad as riddlea One can't listen to a 
story in peace without having to worry out 
its meaning. It's like hunting a fox out of 
its hole ! " 

" And getting your fingers bitten," laughed 
Eddy. 

" I think I can guess what the balls are," 
said Lily. " Are they not education, by which, 
when young, we are led to know the right 
way, and are put on the road to Duty? Now 
please, George, tell us how prince Hassan &red, 
and whether he won what he wished for." 

'' Hassan had hardly taken one step up the 
hill, where numerous large stones, scattered 
here and there, bore witness to the sad fate of 
those who had failed in climbing it, when he 
was startled by innumerable voices, which 
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appeared to come from above, around, and 
behind him. 

'' 'Ha ! ha!— look at him! look at him I' 

died one ; ' here's a soft-hearted fellow, who 

cares to listen to the voice of a speaking bird/ 

'^ * A poorHspirited creature I ' howled another 

in his ear; on which there burst forth a 

regular chorus, which half stunned as well aa 

lightened the prince. * Down with him ! ' — 

' Don't let him go farther! ' — ' Kick him over 1* 

— * Push him back !' — ' Break his neck!' 

" Prince Hassan was alarmed, as many, too 
many, had been before him. The hill of 
Duty seemed impossible to be climbed, with 
BO many to hinder and mock him. He deter- 
mined to escape firom the noise and the dan- 
ger, — to give up his perilous attempt : with a 
sudden exclamation of fear he turned round, 
and was changed into a stone ! " 

When George bade Eddy good-night in his 
little attic (for he often gave his brother a 
quiet half hour before he retired to rest), Eddy 
detained his hand, and looking up into his 
&ce with an expression of mingled shrewd- 
ness and shame, said, " Just tell me, George, 
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i^ in your stoiy about Hassan, you had not 
me in your mind?" 

''I had all those, Eddy (and I fear that 
they are a very numerous class), who are 
fiightened from duty by the fear of man,-^ — 
who turn back from the right way because 
they cannot endure the sneers or the censures 
of others.'* 

Poor Eddy gave a sigh. " I suppose that 
the mirror of Candour will be douded/' said he ; 
" but I don't just make out what that means.'' 

''It means that when we cease to follow 
Conscience lest we should give offence, we also 
begin to attempt to hide the opinions which 
we cannot help holding. K you wished your 
companions to think you asleep, while you 
really were saying your prayers ; if you wished 
them to think you generous, while you were 
really giving what was not your own, — did you 
not sully the mirror of Candour, — did you not 
fail to act a straightforward part?" 

" Ah, George ! but I've made a resolution — " 
Eddy stopt suddenly, then added, in a more 
subdued tone : " Yes, I've made a resolution 
not to trust my own strength; and I hope to 
be helped up the steep hill of Duty !" 
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CHAPTER Xm. 

THE SFEAKHrO BIRD AND THE GOLDEN lOtTNTAIir 

CONGLUDED. 

On {he morrow George condaded his tale i-^ 

" What was the anguish of prince All and 
his beautiful sister, when, g&zing on the mirror 
of Candour, and speaking tenderly of their 
absent brother, they saw a dark and terrible 
shadow suddenly spreading over the sor&ce ! 

'' ' He is lost ! — Hassan is lost !' exclaimed 
Nourmalial, wringing her hands. ' He has 
failed in climbing the hill of Duty, — ^the ter- 
rible spell is upon him I Woe is me, for my 
poor unhappy brother I' 

"*Dry thine eyes, my fair sister!' cried 
All; 'I will seek out Hassan, and know or 
share the fate of one so dear. The same ar- 
dour which he felt now spurs me on. Like 
him I am resolved to depart, — ^like him I can 
never rest happy without Content and a Quiet 
Conscience ! ' 

" Then the princess wept sore, but made no 
attempt to dissuade him from prosecuting the 
hazardous search. She had a strong, deep 
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impression on her mind that what Ali sought 
to obtain was well worth risking aU to secure. 
With tears and tender words she bade him 
faxewell ; but before Ali rode off from the gate 
he placed on her arm a bracelet of pure and 
stainless lustre. 

" ' While all goes well with me, Nourmahal/ 
said he, ' these jewels will be white and gUs- 
tering. The name that they bear is Temper. 
But if ever they change their hue, then know 
that I too have turned from the path, — ^that 
I also have failed and fsdlen !' 

" Sadly the princess watched him depart, 
sadly she returned to her palace, and anxiously 
she gazed on the gems of Temper, whose clear- 
ness was the pledge of his safety.^' 

" Ah ! little pepper-box," cried Peter to 
Kosey, "you're going to catch it this time! 
Mind, mind," he continued, as she flushed at 
his taunt, " I see something changing its colour 
this moment, — I see something growing very 
red!" 

" My pet Rosey wiQ climb the hill of Duty, 
I trust," said George, fondly drawing the child 
closer to him, " and keep her steps firm and 
her temper dear, whatever irritating voices 
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I 

I 

I she may hear. Unhappily this was not the 

case with the poor prince whose stoiy I am 
telling. 

"Ali was of a bold and generous spirit 
His courage did not fail him when» dismount- 
ing firom his steed, he saw the steep hill before 
him, strewn with the mournful stonea He 
fended that he descried at the top the glitter 
of the golden fountain, and resting his hand on 
the hilt of his sword, boldly he began the 
ascent. At once the same voices which had 
frightened his brother burst on the prince's 
ear, — shouts, laughter, mocking words, bitter 
jests, such as we have all perhaps heard, and 
which we all know are very difficult to bear. 
Ali grew excited and angry, his sword flashed 
out of its sheath, and when one jest, more in- 
sulting than any before, was uttered close to 
his ear, he turned hastily round to strike down 
the speaker, and was changed at once into a 
stcme r 

" Poor Ali !" said Rosey, sympathizingly. 

" Poor Bosey !'* said Peter, mockingly, 

" Well," cried Eddy, " it is bad enough to 
be like Hassan or Ali ; but to be like one of 
those whose mocking voices kept them back 
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fiDom happiness and duty, is, I think, a great 
deal worse!" 

George did not wish the conversation con- 
tinued, so, smiling on Bosey, who for once had 
shown some command over her temper, he 
pursued the thread of his tale. 

''Princess Nourmahal sat in her marble 
hall, listening to the strains of sweet music, 
but her thoughts were far away with her bro- 
thers. Often her eyes rested on the bracelet 
of Temper, which Ali had placed on her arm. 
Suddenly the shining gems shot forth a red 
and angry light, then became dull like ashes 
from which the glow is fading, and finally 
black as charcoal ! Nourmahal started up 
with a ciy. ' My brother I my gallant bro- 
ther !' she exclaimed ; ' alas ! alas ! for Ali 
has fallen ! Where shall I now turn for con- 
solation, where shall I find comfort in my woe T 

" But Nourmahal was not one long to give 
way to unavailing regret ; she was one to act> 
and act bravely. She bade her attendants 
saddle her milk white steed, she took the last 
remaining ball from her breast, and sallied 
forth with a firm resolve to dimb the steep 
hill of Duty herself" 
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" It is not likely that a wretdied woman 
would succeed where men {iedled," said Peter, 
with a sneer. 

** It would depend on the qualities of her 
heart,'' replied Geoige, '* not on the strength 
of her person. We have all to dimb the steep 
hill of Duty, we may all hope for the same 
&ir prize ; a school-boy like Eddy, and a little 
child like Bosey," — ^he laid his hand fondly 
on his sister's curly head, — " have just as good 
an opportunity of succeeding as the great Duke 
of Wellington himsel£" 

** As Nourmahal rode after the rolling ball, 
much she revolved in her mind the perils 
which her brothers had encountered, and what 
could be the cause of their failure. * I heard 
that the voices could not injure,' thought she, 
* except by persuading us to turn back from 
the straight way of Duty. Why, then, surely 
the best course would be not to listen or give 
any heed to them. What if I were to stop 
my ears, — ^the sound woidd at least be dead- 
ened ! It is worth trying any expedient which 
may give a chance of success; for I know that 
I am a poor weak woman, unable of myself 
to do anything great, and I must make use of 
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eyeiy precaution, or I too shall turn from the 
way !' 

** So as soon as the ball ceased to roll, and 
the steep cnigged hill rose before her, Nour- 
mahal, ere she attempted to dimb, stuffed both 
of her ears full of cotton.'* 

''Oh! what a capital plan !'* exclaimed 
Bosey. 

** Fm glad,'* said lily, ** that she was not so 
proud as to think no precaution needful. I 
cannot help thinking that self-confidence was 
one reason why Hassan and AU both fiailed." 

*' The same voices which had alarmed and 
irritate her brothers, now howled, roared, 
and shrieked around the fisdr princess, ^e 
heard them, she could not help hearing ; but, as 
she had expected, the sound was so much dead- 
ened, that its effect was not overpowering. 
Keeping her eye fixed on the top of the hill, 
not allowing even a thought of return, Nour- 
mahal pressed up the path of Duty. Some- 
times she stumbled on her way, and then the 
noise and the laughter became louder ; — and 
weary and footaore she grew, but still onwards 
and upwards she hastened, till at length, every 
difficulty passed, panting, breathless, and flushed 
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with her efforts, she stood on the summit, the 
mistress of the speaking bird and of the fomi- 
tain of golden water \" 

Bosey dapped her hands with delight. 

''Ah \" said Eddy, "but though she waa 
Buooessful herself, I do not think that she 
could have enjoyed Content, while her poor 
brothers were changed into stones \" 

'' Oh ! I had forgotten about that !'' said 
Rosey. 

''But Nourmahal did not forget^'' said 
George. " The very sight of the golden shower, 
and the first note of welcome from the silver- 
winged bird, went to the heart of the sister, 
and exclaiming, ' My brothers ! oh, my bro- 
thers !' she burst into a torrent of teara 

" And her sorrow was natural,*' continued 
George ; " for to a tender, conscientious spirit, 
next to the pain of remorse is that which is 
felt when those most loved turn back from the 
course of duty. Next to our anxiety to do 
right ourselves, should be our earnest desire to 
restore those who have failed in keeping the 
straight path before them. 

'"Be comforted, gentle princess,' said the 
musical voice of the talking bird. * I know 
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thy anguish on account of thy brothers; but 
even for them there is hope/ 

"'HopeT exclaimed Nourmahal, starting 
up from the ground, on which, in her exhaus- 
tion, she had thpown herself; 'oh! speak 
that word again ! — speak it again 1 Tell me 
how my dear brothers may be rescued !' 

" * Seest thou yon little stream, that mean- 
ders from the summit of the hill, whose waters 
are called Kind Counsel ? A few drops car- 
ried in thy hand, and gently rubbed upon the 
stones which appear like monuments on the 
hill, may awaken the hardened forms into life, 
and restore to thee thy brothers again/ 

'' In an instant Nourmahal was down on 
her knees beside the stresim, — ^the next, she 
was hastening on her errand, her heart throb- 
bing fast with hope ! That errand of mercy, 
like a charm, preserved her from evil on the 
perilous hilL As with a tender and trembling 
touch she rubbed each stone with the waters 
of Kind Counsel, the flint lost its hardness and 
blushed into life, some poor mortal stood living 
and breathing before her, looking, wondering 
at the scene around, like one newly wakened 
from a dream. An increasing throng of grate- 
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Eul rescued beings followed the steps of their 
deliverer, till she reached those most dear to 
ner heart, — till Ali and Hassan started to life, 
and with a delight beyond all earthly delight, 
Nourmahal wept in the arms of her brothers ! " 

" And they w»e all happy together I " cried 
Rosey ; " they would all have Content, and 
the silver-winged bird would say pleasant 
things to them all P 

''What was the cotton with which the 
princess so wisely protected her ears from the 
voices of tempters?" asked lily. 

" That," answered George, " is a question to 
which I must beg not to give a reply. I 
would far rather leave you to puzzle out the 
meaning for yourselves. Perhaps," he added, 
" you may discover a meaning too grave to be 
introduced into a fanciful tale." 

" Ah, Gteorge 1" said Lily tenderly, " there 
is one point in the history of Nourmahal which 
I can readily understand, and which I hope 
that I shall not forget It is, that he who has 
climbed the hill of Duty, he who has known 
the blessing of a Quiet Conscience, is the one 
best able to give counsel to others, and to help 
the £Etllen to rise and climb once more I" 
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against her besetting sin of Pride, often strug- 
gling, and not unsuccessfully, to drown the 
geni in his coffer of Self. 

Idly, holding her brother's guiding hand, 
sought to dimb the hill of Duty, steep and 
difficult though it sometimes appeared, till she 
knew by happy experience the blessing of a 
Quiet Conscience, and the brightness of the 
fountain of Content, 

Dear reader ! may it thus be with you ! 
K you have extracted from its fanciful cover- 
ing the little silver moral which A. L. O. K 
has sought to enclose, may it be like the ball 
which rolled on before the princess, — ^a small, 
insignificant thing in itself, but leading the 
way to something better and higher. And 
oh, my children ! when voices either of flattery 
or scorn would tempt you to turn back from 
the straight course of Duty, press on, bravely 
yet humbly press on, for a prize more precious 
than the gold of Peru, yet placed within the 
reach of the feeblest little one whose eye may 
glance over these pagea 
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